Vol  VI 


HE    FIRST 


THREE 


ILLION     A     MONTH! 

The  Chocolate  Bar  Sensation 


SWEEPS 
CANADA 


Wildfire  is  a  luscious,  chewy,  chocolate 

coated  bar  that  makes  the  palate 

jump  with  Joy! 


Delicious 
Sliced 


Wildfire  Is  a  Treasure  Trove  of  Goodness,  made  of  rich  butter 
cream,  chewy  toffee,  crispy  nut-meats  and  velvety  mellow  milk 
chocolate.  Always  keep  a  stock  on  hand  to  serve  sliced  to  guests. 
Other  candy  may  be  more  expensive,  but  none  other  so  delicious. 


"Patterson  CsEfflg-G^Toronio. 
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If  you  fail 

in  getting  smooth,  fast  shaves — 

.  .  .    Let  us  send  you  a  tube  of  this  unique  creation  which 
corrects  5  great  mistakes  we  found  in  shaving  preparations 

'I.F.MEN:  3 — Dries  on  face  soaos — Palmolive — is    the    leadine 


GENTLEMEN: 

If  your  present  shaving  soap  shows  any 
of  the  following  faults,  we  urge  you,  in 
fairness  to  your  self  and  us,  to  make  the 
test  offered  here. 

Palmolive  Shaving  Cream  is  to-day  the 
leader  in  its  field.  Its  success  is  a  busi- 
ness sensation. 

80%  of  its  users  are  men  who  found 
the  soaps  they  were  using  failed  in  these 
important  ways. 

5  mistakes  corrected 

1      Lather  too  scanty 

Palmolive     Shaving    Cream    multiplies 
itself  in  lather  250   times.     A  tiny  bit — 
just  one-half  gram-    suffices  for  a  shave. 
2 — Slow  action 

Palmolive  Shaving  Cream  acts  in  one 
minute.  Within  that  time  the  beard 
absorbs  13%  of  water.  And  that  makes 
a  hard  beard  wax-like,  soft. 


3 — Dries  on  face 

The  lather  of  Palmolive  Shaving  Cream 
maintains  its  creamy  fullness  for  ten 
minutes  on  the  face. 

4 — Hairs  lie  down 

That  is  due  to  weak  bubbles.  Strong 
bubbles  are  essential  to  support  the  hairs. 
Palmolive  bubbles  are  strong — they  hold 
the  hairs  erect  for  cutting. 

5 — Skin  irritation 

The  palm  and  olive  oil  content  of 
Palmolive  Shaving  Cream  leaves  the  face 
in  fine  condition.  Men  like  the  after- 
effects. 

We  ask  your  permission  to  prove  these 
things — to  send  you  a  tube  to  try.  We 
are  masters  of  soap  making.     One  of  our 


soaps — Palmolive — is  the  leading  toilet 
soap  of  the  world. 

We  have  worked  hard  to  excel  in  a 
Shaving  Cream.  We  make  up  and  tested 
130  formulas  before  we  attained  our  ideal. 

Do  us  the  kindness  to  mail  this  coupon, 
for  your   sake  and   ours. 

To  add  the  final  touch  to  shaving  lux- 
ury, we  have  created  Palmolive  After 
Shaving  Talc — especially  for  men.  Doesn't 
show.  Leaves  the  skin  smooth  and  fresh, 
and  gives  that  well-groomed  look.  Try 
the  sample  we  are  sending  free  with  the 
tube  of  Shaving  Cream. 


10    SHAVES     FREE 

and  a  can  of  Palmolive  After  Shaving  Talc 

Simply  insert  your  name  and  address  and 
mail  to  Dept.  B-113,  The  Palmolive  Com- 
pany of  Canada,  Ltd.,  Toronto,  Ont. 
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Announcing    the    New    Reo    Sedan 

With   a   Newly    Designed   Safety    Control 


*2370 

Plus  Freight,  Taxes  Paid 


Reflecting  the  latest  trend  with  its  longer,  lower,  more 
attractive  lines  and  smart  color  scheme,  a  new,  improved 
Sedan  is  offered  by  REO. 

Embodying  refinements  in  both  body  and  chassis — 
including  the  newly  designed  REO  Safety  Control — it  is 
REO's  supreme  triumph  in  twenty-one  years  of  fine 
motor  car  manufacturing. 


REO    MOTOR    CAR    COMPANY    OF    CANADA,    LIMITED     -     Windsor,   Ontario 
Or (K/Sw?aWj wo 
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Wild  Poppy 

Liza — "What  fer  you  call  your 
chile  Opium?" 

Matilda — "Well,  hit's  said  dat 
opium  comes  from  wild  poppies, 
and  dis  chile's  poppy  sho'  is  wild!' 
*        *        * 

A  True  Story  of  Florida 

There  was  an  old  person  of  Florida 
Whose    conduct    could    not    have 
been  horrider; 
At  his  hotel,  the  waiters 
He  pelted  with  taters, 
And   the  chambermaids  kissed,   in 
the  corridor! 


<f^;    ^^ 


OmAY  Khayyam  1926 


Oh,  m'honey,  can't  you  see 
That  you  ought  to  be  with  me, 
Readin'   syncopated   verses   'neath 

the  bough? 
Rustle  out  a  loaf  of  bread. 
An'  some  wine  that's  good  an'  red, 
An  we'll  have  a  little  cabaret,  for 

thou 


Canst  Charleston,  more  or  less, 

Till  the  howling  wilderness 

Is  a  red-hot  mama's  Paradise  enow. 

It's  a  bunny-huggin',  steppin', 

trottin', 
Eatin',  juggin,'  far  from  rotten 
Paradise  enow! 

— M.  Lothian 


Many  young  men  are  attracted  to 
beautiful  ladies  who  must  be  fed  on 
pommes  de  terre,  but  marry  nice 
plain  girls  who  will  eat  potatoes. 


i-  Si^^v/,.^ 


I ndionanl  Damsel:   "Go  for  a  ride?      I  should  say  not!      I've  read  all  about  your  kind  in  Torrid  Talcs!' 
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Aunt  {trying  to  pacify  small  niece):   "Old  King  Cole  was  a  merry " 

Elder  Sister:  "Auntie,  it's  no  earthly*use  talking  about  royalty  to  her — she's  a  Bolshie." 


Speaking  of  Doctors 

Doctors  who  stroke  their  chins  reflectively  and 
assume  a  look  of  wisdom,  when  they  are  merely  anti- 
cipating a  game  of  golf  .  .  .  doctors  who  pull  a  long 
face  and  nod  their  heads  mysteriously  .  .  .  doctors 
who  win  the  silver-plated  punch  bowl  at  fox-trotting 
.  .  ,  doctors  who  always  send  their  assistants 
instead  .  .  .  doctors  who  tell  antiquated  "funny" 
stories  .  .  .  doctors  who  charge  me  twenty  simoleons 
to  explain  that  I  should  take  more  exercise,  breath 
fresh  air,  and  eliminate  all  highly-seasoned  dishes 
.  .  .  doctors  who  reek  with  stale  Scotch  whisky 
.  .  .  doctors  who  secure  a  jiu-jitsu  hold  upon  me 
and  inquire,  "Does  it  hurt?"  .  .  .  doctors  who  make 
a  specialty  of  discussing  with  aged  ladies  the  local 
scandal  of  the  day  .  .  .  doctors  who  are  always  on 
a  vacation  .  .  .  summer  resort  doctors  .  .  .  ship 
doctors  .  .  .  bridge-playing  doctors  .  .  .  family  doc 
tors  .  .  .  doctors  whose  bills  make  me  wish  I  had 
died. 

— C.  G.  S. 

A  Pardon  in  Time 

Divorce  Judge:  "So  you  say  you've  always 
showed  your  wife  every  courtesy?" 

Defendant:  "Yes,  your  honour.  I  always  begged 
her  pardon  before  I  hit  her!" 


How  the  Course  of  History  Might  Have  Been 
Changed  if — 

Henry  the  Eighth  had  enjoyed  the  divorce  facili- 
ties of  the  present  day. 

Mary,  Queen  of  Scots,  could  have  gone  into  the 
movies. 

Charles  the  Bold  could  have  met  some  of  our  up- 
to-the-minute  flappers. 

Martin  Luther  could  have  listened  to  some  of  our 
more  noted  modernists. 

The  promoters  of  the  South  Sea  Bubble  had  known 
of  Florida. 

Charles  the  First  had  had  Clarence  Darrow  to 
defend  him. 

Napoleon  had  been  able  to  issue  bootleg  whiskey 
to  his  troops  at  Waterloo. 

William  the  Silent  could  have  met  Calvin  Coolidge. 

~R.  K.  Hall 

*  *  * 

Behind  the  Scenes 

Mrs.  Bim:  "Harry  took  part  in  an  amateur  play 
last  night  and  to-day  he's  so  hoarse  he  can  hardly 
talk." 

Mrs.  Bam:  "Oh,  he  was  the  leading  man  then?" 
Mrs.  Bim:  "No,  he  was  the  prompter!" 
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Flowers  that  Bloom 
in  the  Spring 


Drawings  by 
A.  B.  SAWTELLE 


Just  a  sweet,  simple,  little 
clover  bloom 


Orchids 


Narcisse  Noir 


Artificial  Flower 


Wild,  Wild  Rose 
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Hubby:   "What  made  you  drive  so  recklessly  this  morning?" 

Wife:   "Well,  I  washed  the  car  before  I  took.  H  out,  and  I  couldn't  do  a  thing  with  it!' 


Happy  April  Fool's  Day! 


Speaking  of  the  first  of  April — of  course  I  am 
aware  nobody  was,  but  this  is  as  good  a  start  as  any — 
the  most  potty  practical  joker  I  ever  saw  was  Dent. 
Dent  insisted  on  making  an  April  fool  out  of  someone 
every  year,  or  out  of  as  many  as  he  could.  Xhe 
trouble  with  Dent  was  that  he  had  a  trolley  car  mind 
and  lived  in  the  buggy  belt.  The  town,  in  short,  was 
too  small  for  him,  limited  his  scope. 

After  about  the  tenth  first  of  April  in  Cobham, 
every  person  in  the  town  was  on  to  his  tricks  and 
merely  handed  him  the  mitt  when  he  tried  to  do  his 
stuff.  Poor  fellow,  he  worried  over  it,  actually  went 
around  with  drawn  features  that  never  relaxed  until 
he'd  picked  some  goof  on  which  to  expend  his  re- 
pressed desires.  But  this  year  there  was  none  would 
bite. 

At  noon  Dent  was  in  a  fearful  state.  He  had  pulled 
all  his  old  reliables  on  pretty  nearly  the  entire  popula- 
tion. Not  one  had  bitten.  Dent  brooded.  His  wife 
watched  him  with  some  alarm.  At  two  o'clock  he  had 
a  high  fever  and  was  complaining  of  awful  pains.      At 


three  o'clock  his  condition  became  so  bad  that  his  wife 
rang  for  the  doctor.     A  grave  consultation  followed . 

The  doctor  asked  many  searching  questions  and 
Dent  replied  in  a  feeble  voice,  explaining  where  the 
pains  gripped  him.  The  doctor  had  him  carried  to 
the  little  hospital  in  Cobham.  Followed  another 
consultation  with  a  fresh  doctor.  "Operate  right 
away  "  was  the  decision.  Dent  was  stretched  on  a 
long,  white  table  beneath  a  powerful  electric  bulb.  A 
white-robed  nurse  held  sickly-smelling  stuff  beneath 
his  nose  and  Dent  felt  himself  roaring  through  an 
endless  black  tunnel. 

He  awakened  an  hour  after  in  a  clean  white  bed,  a 
very  sick  man.  "What  was  the  trouble,  doc,  what  did 
you  do?"  he  asked  weakly. 

"Appendicitis,"  replied  the  doctor  shortly.  "We 
removed  the  inflamed  appendix."  An  exultant  gleam 
lit  up  Dent's  eyes.  "Ha,  ha,  "  he  chuckled  loudly. 
"Ha,  ha,  April  fool.  The  pain  was  on  my  left  side!" 
With  that  he  went  to  sleep  contentedly. 

— John  Hurley. 


C9BLIN 


Seven 


Q 


I 


There  was  once  a  trained  dog 
that  invariably  performed  all  of  its 
tricks  without  a  hitch  before  visi- 
tors. 

II 

In  a  certain  community  there 
were  once  two  girls — a  very  beauti- 
ful and  stupid  one,  and  a  very 
intelligent  and  homely  one.  All 
the  young  men  of  the  community 
immediately  fell  head  over  heels 
in  love  with  the  latter,  and  refused 
to  even  so  much  as  look  at  the 
other. 

Ill 

There  was  once   a   theatre   that 
raised  its  curtain  on  time.     More- 
over, no  one  was  late. 
IV 

There  was  once  a  mystery  play 
in  which  everyone  on  the  stage 
(including  the  scene-shifters)  was 
not  suspected  of  having  committed 
the  crime. 

V 

There     was     once     a     burlesque 
comedian    who    actually    believed 
that    he   would    not    have    been    a 
"wow"  as  Hamlet. 
VI 

There  was  once  a  musical  comedy 
that  contained  not  a  single  senti- 
mental song.  It  was  a  tremendous 
success. 

VII 

There  was  once  a  woman  whom 
a  man  actually  understood. 

— Charles  G.  Shaw. 

*        *        * 

Easy 

Teacher — "Can  anybody  tell  me 
what  it  is  that  comes  in  like  a  lion 
and  goes  out  like  a  lamb?" 

Tommy — "It's  paw  on  pay-day 
nights!" 


i^i'i;"illll!ii:iiii'j 


<Y-r^^c^'^ 


Visitor:  "Ah,  dear  friend,  thinking  of  your  sad  past?" 
Convict:   "No,  I  Was  wondering  what  paper  I'd  write  my  experiences 
for  when  I  gets  h'out." 


"What  kind  of  work  do  you  prefer?" 

"I  like  working  in  the  nude  best." 

"My  gracious!     Don't  you  find  it  cold  this  weather?" 


10 


He 


Long  distance, 
please. 

I  wanta  speak  to 
Mr.  Twigg  in 
Kitchener. 
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Long  Distance 

A  Tragedy  Along  the  Usual  Lines 
Long   Distance    Operator. 

Long  distance. 


Voice. 


We'll  call  you. 
CURTAIN  LOWERED  TO  DENOTE  THE  PASSING  OF  ONE  HOUR. 


Hello. 


Say,  when  am  I 
gonna  get  that 
order? 


Order.     I  said,  ORDER. 
This  Jack  Hanna  speaking 
of  Toronto.     HANNA! 


Ready  with  Kitchener. 


Hello. 


Is  that  you,  Walter? 


I  HAVEN'T  GOT  A 
GRANDMOTHER!    This 
Is  Jack  Hanna  speaking. 
H-A-N-N-A.     Hanna! 


GET  SOMEBODY 
THAT  UNDERSTANDS 
ENGLISH.     I'M  IN 
A  HURRY. 


Oh,  your  grandma's 
just  fine,  Walter. 


!?a!!-%    !!$a!! 


Get  off  the  line! 
Oh,  operator,  what 
asylum  did  you  connect 
me  with? 


Look  here,  Mr.  Twigg. 


Clumph! 


Three  minutes  up. 


There's  no 
one  by  that 
name  here. 


Now,  don't 
worry,  Walter. 
She's  all  right. 
Just  a  little 
touch  of  sciatica. 


Yes,  very  well 
indeed. 


Look  here,  Walter, 
this  is  costing  money. 
What  is  it  you  want? 


Yes.     This  is  Sprigg, 

talking. 

What  is  it? 

—J.  E.  McD. 
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11 


Men  who  wear  hats  that  are 
too  small  for  them;  men  who  wear 
collars  that  are  too  large  for  them; 
men  who  chew  the  ends  of  un- 
lighted  cigars;  men  who  have 
systems  for  roulette;  men  who 
stand  in  groups  on  street  corners; 
men  who  go  in  for  salad  mixing; 
men  who  collect  door-knobs;  men 
who  get  pickled  on  a  single  cock- 
tail; men  who  play  bridge  nine 
hours  a  day;  men  who  sport  tiger 
tooths  on  their  watch  chains;  men 
who  know  the  truth  about  rela- 
tivity and  insist  upon  divulging  it; 
men  who  look  as  if  they  had  never 
heard  a  good  joke;  men  who  always 
send  telegrams  collect;  men  who 
who  sing  "get-together"  songs  off 
key;  men  who  play  the  piano  for 
forty-seven  consecutive  hours;  men 
who  carry  empty  fountain  pens; 
men  who  spend  three-quarters  of 
an  hour  at  a  time  in  public  tele- 
phone booths;  men  who  think 
they  are  Napoleon;  men  who  go  in 
for  toe  dancing;  men  who  swallow 
swords;  men  who  buy  shares  in 
diamond  mines;  men  who  are 
monkey-glanded;  men  who  dye 
their  hair;  men  who  read  aloud  the 
sub-titles  at  the  moving  pictures; 
men  who  believe  that  a  rabbit's 
foot  will  bring  them  good  luck; 
men   who   recite   sentimental   son- 


"What  have  I  to  be  happy  over?     I  can't  pay  half  my  bills." 
"You  should  be  happy  that  you  are  not  one  of  your  own  creditors!" 


"You  can  t  get  naughty  magazines 
in  some  towns  I  k.now  of." 
"Wont  let  'em  sell  'em,  eh?" 
"No   they're  sold  out!" 


nets  at  parties;  men  who  use  back 
scratchers;  men  who  sell  fusil  oil 
for  twelve  dollars  a  quart;  men 
who  go  over  Niagara  Falls  in  a 
barrel;  men  who  appear  in  false 
noses,  red  wigs  and  fancy  waist- 
coats, and  tell  anecdotes  about 
Ford  cars;  men  who  regard  life  in 
terms  of  golf;  men  who,  simul- 
taneously, juggle  oranges,  pellets 
of  bread  and  cannon  balls;  men 
who  sing  "Rocked  in  the  Cradle 
of  the  Deep";  men  who  play  prac- 
tical jokes;  men  who  voted  for 
Prohibition. 

— John  Torcross. 
*        *        * 

The  most  deplorable  thing  about 
the  modern  young  lady  is  the 
modern  young  man. 


Then  and  Now 

Beloved,  when  you  walked  with  me, 
My  heart  was  rich  with  treasure 
As  the  jewel  house  of  some  fabled 

Indian  prince. 
Now,  that  you've  gone. 
It  is  as  meaningless  and  hollow  as 

an  empty  tomb. 
Or  an  office  on  Sunday. 


Rumour  has  it  that  a  real  estate 
agent  in  Miami,  Florida,  has  de- 
corated the  inside  side  of  his  office  to 
resemble  a  Spanish  bull-ring! 


Teacher:    "When    was    the    first 
arc  light  used?" 

Tommy:  "In  Noah's  ark!" 
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l^fje  Jfence  Puilberss  in  tfje  i^arben 


ONCE  in  a  beautiful  garden  every  sort  of  graceful 
tree  and  luscious  fruit  abounded  in  profusion. 
The  sun  shone  gently  during  the  day  on  all 
alike,  and  at  night  the  moon  shed  a  rich  and  benign 
atmosphere,  for  those  were  the  days  before  the 
moon  had  learnt  to  leer.  Music  there  was  also,  music 
of  crystal  rivulets  which  fed  the  roots  of  the  flowers 
and  the  trees  under  which  the  first  man  and  the  first 
woman  sat.  All  of  the  trees  were  beautiful,  but  one 
of  them  was  more  than  that.  For  one  of  the  trees 
was  endowed  with  mystery.  When  the  first  man  and 
the  first  woman  looked  on  the  strange  tree,  the  other 
foliage  formed  but  a  background  for  its  graceful 
branches  and  the  sun  and  the  moon  shone  on  its  fruit 
with  an  irresistible  invitation.  There  was  no  fence 
around  it.  Had  there  been  a  fence,  its  fruit  would,  in 
all  probability,  have  been  plundered  a  few  days 
sooner,  which  is  a  side  issue. 

The  story  of  the  Tree  of  the  Knowledge  of  Good 
and  Evil,  whether  fact,  as  the  fundamentalists  have  it, 
or  parable,  if  we  agree  with  the  evolutionists,  is  on 
either  hand  plainly  to  the  effect  that  the  choice  rested 
with  man  as  to  whether  he  should  avoid  its  bitter 
fruit  and  be  happy,  or  taste  it  and  pay  the  price.  Of 
course  we  may  say  that  there  should  never  have  been 
any  such  tree  in  the  first  place,  but  had  there  been  no 
tree  of  temptation,  the  Garden  of  Eden  story  would 
not  have  rung  true  to  the  unchanging  conditions  in 
this  world  as  we  know  it.  In  short,  from  the  earliest 
dawn  of  life,  it  has  been  the  individual's  choice 
whether  he  shall  take  unto  himself  the  good  or  the 
bad.     Had  there  been  no  tree  in  the  garden,  we  would 


not    now    be   put   to  the   necessity  of  reforming  the 
reformers  with  such  a  fine  crusading  spirit. 

There  is  much  talk  to-day,  and  a  certain  amount 
of  action,  in  favour  of  erecting  a  formidable  fence  with 
spikes  around  the  top,  and  the  minimum  of  loop  holes 
at  the  base  around  our  Tree  of  the  Knowledge  of  Good 
and  Evil.  The  latest  evidence  of  this  spirit  is  the 
banning  activities  brought  to  bear  in  the  field  of  pub- 
lications. Our  lending  libraries  are  shortly  to  be 
purged  of  all  books  which  seem  likely  to  have  the 
effect  of  widening  the  knowledge  of  the  reader  beyond 
the  limits  which  constitute  propriety  in  the  minds  of 
the  national  censors. 

Lately  we  have  witnessed  another  outbreak  in  the 
banning  of  an  American  daily  paper,  for  which,  for 
some  reason  (unknown  to  us)  some  three  or  four  score 
Canadians  had  undeniably  demonstrated  a  desire.  As 
far  as  the  newspaper  reader  is  capable  of  judging,  this 
move  was  made  at  the  instigation  of  a  women's  club. 
In  other  words,  the  handful  of  estimable  ladies  who 
did  not  want  the  said  publication  are  apparently  pri- 
ileged  to  decide  that  thirty-five  thousand  Canadians 
who  do  want  shall  not  get  it. 

Carried  to  its  logical  conclusion,  the  activities  of 
the  fence-builders  will  make  us  as  courageously  up- 
right as  an  incubator  baby. 

The  spectacle  of  a  nation,  or  of  a  world,  composed 
of  individuals  whose  morals  are  weak-muscled  through 
the  obviating  of  all  possibility  of  a  few  healthy  battles 
with  temptation,  is  not  an  inspiring  one. 
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A  Canadian  Governor-General 

In  a  restaurant  the  other  day  an 
ardent  Canadian  was  looking  for- 
ward to  the  day  when  the  King 
would  be  pleased  to  select  a 
Governor-General  from  Canada. 
The  idea  appealed  to  him.  He 
regarded  the  present  method  of 
selection  as  a  relic  of  feudalism,  a 
survival  of  the  spirit  of  the  French 
court. 

"The  Canadian  Governor-Gen- 
eral," he  said,  "will  of  necessity 
be  a  man  whose  integrity  is  beyond 
question,  one  who  has  prestige  in 
the  eyes  of  his  countrymen;  he 
must  have  no  strong  political 
affiliations,  so  that  he  may  be 
above  suspicion.  He  must  not  be 
a  wealthy  man,  for  all  wealthy 
men  have  enemies,  if  not  directly 
acquired  in  their  struggle,  then 
automatically  among  the  poor 
because  they  are  wealthy.  The 
King  will  say  to  him — •" 

"But  where,"  interrupted  a  cy- 
nic," is  the  first  candidate  for  these 
honours  to  be  found?" 

After  the  first  ten  minutes  of 
silence  I  moved  over  to  the  next 
table,  where  a  man  was  expounding 
a  plan  for  the  amalgamation  of  the 
Ku  Klux  Klan  and  the  Knights  of 

Columbus. 

^        ^        ^ 

An  Evil  and  Two  Remedies 

Probably  one  of  the  most  annoy- 
ing things  a  theatre-goer  has  to 
put  up  with  is  the  apparently 
growing  habit  of  the  audience  of 
anticipating  the  final  curtain.  Five 
minutes  before  the  completion  of 
the  denouement  or  the  "spec- 
tacular finale,"  your  neighbours 
begin  to  crawl  across  you  in  their 
haste  to  avoid  the  crowd.  The 
most  ardent  devotee  of  the  stage 
can  with  difficulty  maintain  in  his 
mind  the  illusion  of  reality  in  the 
play  while  his  neighbour  on  the 
left  is  standing  on  his  toes,  and  his 
neighbour  on  the  right  is  swiping 
his  rubbers. 

These  people  apparently  came 
only  to  find  out  how  the  play 
ended  and  having  now  guessed  it. 


Sorrow 

FOU  sent  to  me  a  letter,  love. 
All  by  the  Royal  Mail, 
You  said,  "I  have  a  better  love, 
"Good  bye,"  signed  Elsie  Dale. 

The  postman  brought  your  little 
note 

And  then  I  was  dismayed; 
I  can  forgive  the  words  you  wrote. 

But  the  postage  was  not  paid. 

— Ronald  Everson. 


they  feel  no  necessity  of  remaining. 
The  publication  of  the  endings  of 
all  attractions  in  the  daily  press 
might  serve  to  keep  them  away. 
Another  method  would  be  for  the 
actors,  as  soon  as  the  conclusion  is 
in  sight,  to  turn  and  walk  lan- 
guidly off  the  stage. 


Tut!  Tut! 

Mr.  H.  G.  Wells  has  called  Mr. 
Poultney  Bigelow  "a  bore"  as  a 
reply  to  Mr.  Bigelow's  sally  that 
Mr.  Wells  looks  like  "a  lucky  stock 
broker."  Dear,  dear,  gentlemen, 
this  will  never  do!  Why  can't 
you  be  nice,  gentle  writers  and 
keep  out  of  fights.  Look  at  little 
Jack  Dempsey,  now;  there's  a  nice, 

well-brought  up  boy! 

*  *        * 

Anecdote 

The  current  fervor  and  excite- 
ment over  the  Red  Lake  gold  field 
recalls  a  tale  heard  recently  in  a 
smoking  car  of  the  old  days  in  the 
North  Countree. 

An  old  bearded  prospector  stum- 
bled into  a  barber  shop  in  a  small 
northern  town  on  a  Saturday  night 
and  demanded  a  shave,  haircut, 
shampoo,  face-rub  or  what  have 
you.  The  barber  executed  the 
unusual  order  with  great  care. 
When  it  was  over  the  customer, 
now  glorified,  apologized  for  the 
fact  that  he  had  not  a  penny  of 
cash,  but  proferred  a  stock  certifi- 
cate in  payment.  His  offer  being 
refused,  he  was  summarily  treated 
to  the  bum's  rush. 

To-day  the  same  stock  certifi- 
cate would  be  worth  in  the  neigh- 
borhood of  three  hundred  dollars. 

No,  the  prospector  is  not  a 
wealthy,  well-known  man  to-day. 
Despondent  at  the  judgment  of  the 
barber,   he  used  the   certificate    to 

light  his  pipe. 

*  *        * 

Applied  Salesmanship 

This  efficiency  thing  may  be  car- 
ried too  far.  A  well-known  young 
salesman,  who  believed  in  study- 
ing his  man,  used  to  cultivate  his 
prospect's  hobby,  that  he  might 
have  a  conversational  opening. 
He  planted  a  garden  of  roses  that 
he  might  approach  a  wealthy  horti- 
culturist; he  studied  horses  before 
selling  bonds  to  the  owner  of  a 
racing  stable,  etc.  Some  days  ago 
he  proposed  to  try  a  local  prospect 
whose  taste  in  cocktails  is  unim- 
peachable. The  young  salesman 
has  not  been  seen  since. 
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Ur  of  the  Chaldees 

{Archaeological  finds  of  some  importance  have  been 
made  on  what  is  believed  to  he  the  site  of  the  ancient 
city  of  Ur." — News  Item.) 

THE  thin,   clear   piping  of  the  shepherd's  reed 
Drifts  Hghtly  o'er  the  summer-drowsy  hills, 
And  hovers  like  a  silver  mist  that  fills 
The  deep,  black  valleys,  rolls  across  the  meads. 
All  golden  haze.     The  dark  Chaldean  lad. 
Watching  beside  his  flock  the  lazy  noon. 
Trills  out  a  strange,  forgotten  minor  tune; 
Then  falls  to  dreaming,  hears  the  gentle  pad 
Of  wanton  goat-feet  tripping  to  the  stream. 
Then  like  a  muffled  distant-beaten  drum 
Soft  vagrant  breezes  bring  a  gentle  hum: 
The  chariot  wheels  of  Ur!     His  idle  dream 


Is  sudden   shot  with   yearning   for  the  sight 
Of  peacocks  strutting  formal  palace  lawns, 
Where  gentle  ladies  feed  the  timid  fawns. 
In  mighty  Ur.      Ur,   where   the  starry  night 
Is    white    with    laughter    and    the    crimson    wine 
Flows  bubbling  like  a  never-ending  spring! 
For  Ur,   the  sky-crowned  city  poets  sing! 
Ur,  where  the  bearded  nobles,  jesting,   dine. 
And  love  and  silk  are  bartered  in  the  mart! 
Ur  of  the  Chaldees,  ancient  fabled  town! 
The  princess  wears  a  trailing  purple  gown. 
And  dark  eyes  stab  a  lonely  shepherd's  heart! 


Ur  that  shall  live  for  ever!     .     .      .     Softly  dies 
The  breeze;   the   fluttering  leaves  are    folded,    still; 
Only  the  murmuring  bees'  low  murmurings  fill 
The  air  that  sang  just  now  with  distant  cries.      .     .     . 


The     archaeologist    put    down    his    spade. 
Picked  up  a  fragment  of  a  shattered  urn. 
And,  with  an  air  of  very  grave  concern. 
Drank    from    a    flask    some    tepid    lemonade 
And    while    he    sat    and    wrote    a 
That  catalogued  his  finds,   across 
Borne  on  a  listless  breeze  in  failing 
Came    thin,    clear    piping^^from    a 


screec 


learned 
the  hills 
trills 
shepherd's    reed. 

— Stephen  Moon. 
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Landlady:  "I  should  be  obliged,  sir,  if  you  could  use  a  shorter  fiddle-stick,  as  you've  broke  two  globes 
and  cracked  the  mirror  since  you  come  'ere  on  Monday." 


The  Song  of  the  Union  Chambermaid 


New    York — Organization  of  a  union  of  chamber- 
maids is  in  prospect  here. 

Lucella  was  a  country  girl, 

A  damsel  passing  fair, 
Who  yearned  for  fame  and  fortune 

And  a  cultivated  air; 
She  loathed  the  rustic  atmosphere, 

And  longed  to  ply  the  trade 
Of  that  gorgeous,  gifted  butterfly. 

The  union  chambermaid. 

Lucella  was  an  agile  gal, 

And  swift  and  sure  and  neat, 
She'd  shake  a  wicked  pillow-case 

And  wield  a  wicked  sheet, 
And  with  a  year's  experience 

And  a  congressman  to  aid. 
She  got  her  legal  papers  as 

A  union  chambermaid. 

Alas!  fair  Lu's  initial  bed, 

Though  crisp  and  trim  and  neat. 

Was  most  unsatisfactory,  since 
No  covers  reached  the  feet; 


The  sleeper  rose  and  swore  aloud, 
With  language  something  awful, 

That  he  would  wreak  a  vengeance  swift. 
With  methods  quite  unlawful. 

But  when  the  union  found  it  out. 

They  sued  the  poor  galoot, 
And  proved  the  fact  that  he  had  slept 

Without  a  union  suit; 
Lu  got  a  pile  of  damages 

And  told  her  tale  at  length 
In  vaudeville;  which  goes  to  show 

"In  unions  there  is  strength." 

—  T.  S.  Repplier. 

*  *        * 

Time  Will  Tell 

Mr.  Bim:  "So  you've  reduced  your  breakfast 
arguments  to  a  minimum  in  your  home?" 

Mr.  Bam:  "Yes,  I  had  a  time  clock  put  in  the 
front  hall  and  every  one  has  to  punch  it  when  the 
come  in  at  night!" 

*  *        * 

Not  for  the  Gums 

Four  out  of  five  have  it — and  the  fifth  one  knows 
where  to  get  it. 
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I  had  imagined  Estelle  as  different  from  other  girls, 
but  now  I  know  better. 

We  were  going  to  a  hockey  match  on  one  of  those 
cold  nights  when  wise  people  don't  drive  motor  cars. 
We  entered  a  trolley  and  I  stopped  to  pay  the  con- 
ductor, while  she  went  on  to  find  a  seat. 

In  a  moment  I  followed,  but  there  were  so  many 
people  seated  that  I  could  not,  just  at  first,  distinguish 
her.  I  stood  embarrassed  in  the  centre  of  the  car, 
and  then  I  saw  her  smiling  at  me.  I  started  along 
the  aisle  and  she  smiled  more  than  ever,  her  glance 
seemed  to  go  right  up  and  over  my  shoulder,  when 
a  tall  man  in  a  yellow  overcoat  pushed  past  me  and 
sat  with  her.  And,  in  a  dull  way,  I  realized  that 
she  wasn't  Estelle.  Estelle  was  different— but  just 
how  did  she  look? 

I  searched  furtively  down  the  aisle.  Estelle  was 
sitting  there.  I  went  toward  her,  and,  on  my  way, 
happening  to  glance  further  along,  saw  another  young 
lady  who  was  equally  capable  of  being  Estelle.  And 
at  the  end  of  the  car  there  was  a  third. 

I  retreated  to  the  Connie  and  began  a  long  con- 
versation with  him,  the  while  I  examined  the  puzzle — 
or  puzzles.  But  they  all  wore  hats  with  visors,  and 
cosmetics  concealed  their  original  faces  (not  that  I 
had  ever  seen  Estelle's  original  face). 


Nick.:  "What's  the  way  to  the  nearest  bank?" 
Dick-'  "Don't  ask  me;  I'm  not  a  bank  director. 


"Can  you  understand  anything  your  husband  says 

when  he  talks  in  his  sleep?" 
"No.      That's     why    I'm  suing  him  for   a  divorce 

on  the  grounds  of  causing  me  mental  anguish!" 

Yet  we  were  nearing  our  corner,  I  had  to  do  some- 
thing. 1  resolved  to  go  up  and  wait  for  Estelle  to 
smile  at  me.  I  went  along  the  car,  a  little  shaky  by 
this  time,  and  Estelle  was  the  first  one,  for  she  smiled. 
I  gave  a  relieved  sigh  toward  the  other  two — and 
they  both  smiled  at  me. 

My  knuckles  grew  white  where  I  clutched  the 
back  of  a  seat. 

"Shuter,  Louisa,  "  said  the  Connie. 

Desperately  I  picked  out  one  of  the  girls,  the 
middle  one,  and  stopped  beside  her. 

"This  is  where  we  get  off,"  I  said  tensely.  I 
expected  her  to  tell  me  where  I  was  to  get  off.  But 
instead,  she  replied: 

"All  right-ee.  " 

We  left  the  car.  We  attended  the  game.  We 
went  somewhere  to  sup.  1  kept  looking  at  her,  but 
1  didn't  know.  You  see  my  confidence  was  gone. 
It  was  as  we  sat  over  coffee,  and  my  fingers  trembled 
as  I  wrote  my  name  on  the  order  pad. 

"My  signature  is  fancier  than  yours,  "  I  challenged, 
giving  her  pad  and  pencil.  She  wrote  her  name  with 
a  flourish  and  gave  me  the  paper.  I  was  afraid  to 
look  at  it.  Suppose  Estelle  were  still  sitting  in  that 
trolley  car  or  something!  I  summoned  up  my  poker 
face  and  read.     She  was  Estelle. 

— Ron  Everson. 
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Noted  {and  Finger-Prinled)  Explorer  Hopes  to  Discover  Montreal 

EXPLORATION,  the  thrill  of  strange  lands  and  wild,  uncivilized 
people  is  the  urge  that  drives  Professor  Cuthbert  Thorax  and 
his  little  band  of  hardy  adventurers  eastward  this  month.  The 
professor  will  be  remembered  for  his  adventures  in  the  past. 
Always  in  the  van,  he  has  already  discovered  most  of  the  police  stations 
of  Ontario.  At  present  he  is  moved  by  rumors  of  a  strange  and  possibly 
civilized  people  dwelling  on  the  little  known  banks  of  the  Saint  Law- 
rence river.  More  especially  he  has  heard  of  their  tribal  beverages  and 
he  hopes  to  bring  some  back  with  him,  as  a  present,  of  course,  to  the 
Royal  Ontario  Museum. 

"Several  bits  of  evidence  lead  me  to  believe  that  there  is  human 
life  of  a  sort  east  of  Cornwall,"  said  Professor  Thorax  in  a  recent  inter- 
view. "Firstly,  there  persists  in  the  folk  lore  of  the  inhabitants  of 
Ottawa  many  legends  of  a  Land  of  Promise  on  the  other  side  of  the 
Ottawa  River.  Secondly,  the  same  legendry  persists  throughout  the 
various  states  to  the  south  of  us,  and  thirdly,  I  am  convinced  that  if  there 
was  no  life  there  the  railways  would  not  have  taken  the  trouble  to 
construct  lines  between  here  and  Montreal." 


Professor  Thorax  Bidding  His 
Friends  (if  Any)  Adieu. 


The  Professor  Testing  His  New  Wonder  Craft 

have  been  purchased  and  the  professor 
has  been  spending  the  last  few  days  get- 
ting loaded. 

"In  a  few  days,  "says  the  professor, 
"we  will  be  leaving  civilization  behind 
us  and  our  small  party  will  be  swallowed 
up  by  the  dense  jungles  of  Que-Bec. 
Some  time  will  elapse  before  we  are  able 
to  see  our  loved  ones  again.  People  have 
been  very  kind.  All  sorts  of  messages 
have  been  received,  many  of  touching 
significance.  An  illuminated  address 
came  only  this  morning  from  His  Majesty, 
delivered  in  person  by  a  policeman.  It 
included  a  very  pressing  invitation,  which 
unfortunately  we  will  be  unable  to  accept 
at  present." 

Professor  Thorax  is  a  graduate  of 
Kingston  (Penn.)  and  has  studied  and 
been  studied  in  many  of  the  leading 
sanitariums  of  the  Dominion.  In  his 
balmier  days  he  was  quite  an  athlete  and 

{Continued  on  page  41) 


Professor  Thorax  admits  Socrates  as 
his  only  equal  in  deductive  reasoning. 

The  expedition  has  been  organized  and 
is  complete  in  every  detail.  An  especially 
constructed  vehicle  has  been  chartered 
and  is  bound  to  get  lots  of  attention 
(from  repair  men)  as  it  charges  over  the 
dangerous  route.  In  the  accompanying 
picture  the  professor  is  seen  in  it.  In  the 
background  is  a  conservatory  owned  by 
Mrs.  James  K.  Jalma,  a  dear  old  lady, 
whose  daughter  is  in  the  movies,  and  who 
did  not  know  the  picture  was  being  taken. 
Tremendous   supplies   for   the   expedition 


The  Expedition  Gathered  on  the  Steps  of  the  Professor's  Home, 
just   after    Their   Release. 
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A  Few  Quotations  from  La  Comedie 
Canadienne 

The  newspaper  reading  public 
who  do  not  as  a  rule  read  the  official 
reports  of  House  of  Commons  de- 
bates are  missing  a  lot  of  quiet  fun. 

Dante,  writing  his  impressions  of 
Heaven  and  Hell,  has  given  us  La 
Comedie  Divine;  Balzac,  through 
his  novels,  has  achieved  La  Com- 
edie Humaine.  Vast  undertakings 
they  are,  embodying  every  phase  of 
life  above,  beneath  and  upon  this 
earth,  prodigious  classics.  And  we 
Canadians  in  our  so-called  crude, 
uncultured  land,  are  the  first  to 
reverence  them.  Our  self-efface- 
ment is  not,  however,  completely 
fitting.  Rather  we  should  be  pleased 
to  honour  them  as  one  great  author 
to  another,  for  we  in  Canada  are, 
every  day,  producing  a  colossal 
Comedie  Canadienne  which  runs 
the  gamut  of  joy,  sorrow,  triumph, 
despair,  satire,  humour,  beauty 
and  ugliness.  Most  of  us  are  un- 
aware of  it.  The  truly  remarkable 
feature  of  this  work  is  that  it  is  not 
the  result  of  the  labours  of  one 
genius,  but  of  every  man  and 
woman  of  voting  age  in  the  Do- 
minion. We  are  writing  our  epic 
through  our  delegated  twelve  score 
spokesmen. 

As  in  all  masterpieces,  the  rough 
draft  is  the  most  interesting.  It 
may  be  seen  by  anyone  in 
the  shape  of  the  unrevised 
edition  of  the  official  report 
of  the  House  of  Commons 
debates.  This  work  is  pub- 
lished "on  the  morning  fol- 
lowing each  day's  sitting, 
the  speeches  being  reported 
in  the  language  in  which 
they  are  delivered."  Com- 
pared with  this  edition  the 
newspaper  accountsof  House 
of  Commons  proceedings 
are  as  exciting  as  a  trigono- 


metry    problem.        For     example, 

here    is    a    fiery    debate     from   the 

proceedings   of   last  February  4th: 

Mr.  J.  A.  CLARK  (Vancouver- 
Burrard):  .  .  .  and  parliament  must 
decide  as  to  whether  or  not  this  govern- 
ment ....  should  continue  in  office. 

Some  hon.  MEMBERS:    OhlOh! 

Mr.  DENIS  (Jolliette):  Hon.  mem- 
bers on  the  other  side  are  laughting; 
perhaps  they  will  not  laugh  after  this. 
We  have  been  hearing  for  a  month  that 
the  government  was  ramshackle;  that 
it  was  discredited;  that  it  was  de- 
pleted; that  it  was  shattered,  and  that 
it  was  dilapidated.  Some  hon.  mem- 
bers have  gone  to  the  limit  of  saying 
not  only  that  the  government  was 
dead  but  that  the  bones  of  that  part  of 
it  which  is  left  were  bleaching. 

Some  hon.  MEMBERS:    Oh!  oh! 

Mr.  DENIS  (Joliette):  Assuming 
this  to  be  true — and  it  is  not  right,  it 
is  not  proper,  it  is  supremely  unjust  to 
the  government  to  use  such  expres- 
sions— what  have  we  got?  We  have 
the  supreme  power  in  this  country,  the 
parliament  of  Canada,  declaring  that 
it  would  rather  have  a  ramshackle, 
decimated,  depleted,  shattered  and 
dilapidated  government  to  govern  the 
Dominion  than  have  the  Tory  party. 

Some  hon.  MEMBERS:     Oh!  oh! 

Mr.  DENIS  (Joliette):  My  hon. 
friends  opposite  may  laugh  but  that  is 
the  consequence,  it  is  the  inevitable 
consequence,  of  the  judgment  of  par- 
liament.    There  is  nothing  to  laugh  at. 

Some  hon.  MEMBERS:     Oh!  oh! 

In  contrast  with  the  somewhat 
obvious  method  of  attack  and  de- 
fence of  the  above,  here  is  a  bit  of 


subtlety.      Mr.    Fred    Davis   (East 

Calgary)  is  quoting  from  a  speech 

of  Mr.   Rogers  (South  Winnipeg), 

in  Hansard: 

Was     Mr.    King    elimin- 

r    ating  the  element  of  uncertainty  when 

he  went  to  his  constituency  of  New 

York- 
Some     hon.     MEMBERS:     North 

York. 

M  .  DAVIS:    North  York:     We  see 

so  much  of  the  Prime  Minister  of  the 

Dominion    of   Canada   in    the    United 

States   that    the   error   is   pardonable, 

but  I  apologize  for  it. 

It  is  at  the  hands  of  this  same 

Mr.  Fred  Davis  that  we  are  given 

an  insight  into  the  lyric  spirit  of 

those    who    toil    'neath    the    open 

prairie  skies.     A  little  earlier  this 

same  speech  is  brightened  with  the 

following  inspiring  song. 

Mr.  DAVIS:  ....  I  am  going  to 
read  one  of  the  favourite  songs  (of  the 
United  Farmers  of  Alberta)  ....  If 
any  person  desires  to  sing  the  song  it 
may  be  rendered  according  to  the  in- 
structions given  on  the  sheet  contain- 
ing the  ditty.      It  is  worded  thus: 

Organize 
Ye  farmers  of  this  mighty  land. 

Organize,  oh,  organize: 
Its  bulwark  evermore  to  stand; 

Organize,  oh,  organize. 
For  with  the  flag  of  right  unfurled. 
In  spite  of  darts  against  you  hurled. 
You  still  must  feed  this  hungry  world- 
Organize,  oh,  organize. 

If  you  would  come  into  your  own. 

Organize,  oh,  organize. 
Or  be  forever  overthrown ; 

Organize,  oh,  organize. 
Yes,  everywhere  throughout  this  land. 
The  tillers  of  the  soil   must  stand    • 
And  be  a  firm,  united  band; 

Organize,  oh,  organize. 


Firmly    to    stand    against    each 
wrong. 

Organize,  oh,  organize. 
Your  only  hope  is  union  strong; 

Organize,  oh,  organize. 
To  break  the  bonds  of  slavery 
That  bind  you  now  from  sea  to 

sea. 
And  from  oppression  to  be  free. 

Organize,  oh,  organize. 

Your    calling    was    the     first    of 
earth; 
Organize,  oh,  organize; 


(^Continued  on  page  41) 
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The  Culprit:  "Don't  make  any  m»5(fl^c,  Sheriff,  I  can't  swim." 
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'Drop  me  a  line  some  time." 


A  Fable  for  Young  Women 

Once  upon  a  time,  not  so  very 
long  ago,  there  was  a  young  girl 
named  Janet.  Now  Janet  was  not 
fair  of  face;  in  fact  she  seemed  not 
to  have  been  at  home  when  the 
beauty  was  passed  out.  But  she 
was  very  clever  and  read  all  the 
latest  novels,  and  could  converse 
with  ease  and  intelligence  on  any 
subject  from  Bahia  to  paddle- 
tennis.  There  was  also  in  the  same 
town  another  maiden  by  the  name 
of  Myrtle,  who  was  beautiful  be- 
yond description,  and  as  dumb  as 
she  was  beautiful.  She  thought 
that  Ladislas  Reymont  was  a  dress- 
making establishment,  and  that  a 
chop  service  was  a  piece  of  plate. 

Now  Janet  observed  that,  al- 
though she  tried  her  best  to  be 
entertaining,  there  was  never  a 
queue  of  young  men  on  her  front 
walk,  whereas  Myrtle  was  wont  to 
receive  calls  on  one  evening  from 
gentlemen  whose  names  began  with 
letters  from  A  to  D  only,  the  next 
evening  from  E  to  H,  and  so  on. 
Hence  Janet  concluded  that  the 
encyclopedia  act  was  not  a  head- 
liner,  and  assumed  an  air  of  shy 
ignorance  like  unto  that  of  her 
playmate  Myrtle.  And  lo!  the  two 
bank  clerks  who  had  been  known 
to   ring   her   up  occasionally   were 


suddenly  overburdened  with  late 
work  at  the  office,  and  the  chains 
on  her  porch  hammock  became 
covered  with  rust;  whereas  about 
this  time  Myrtle  began  to  use  an 
engraved  form  for  declining  pro- 
posals of  marriage. 

Moral:    None. 


Walking 

Oh!  if  I  were  a  young  man, 
With  all  the  world  before, 

I  think  I  should  go  walking 
And  never  come  back  more. 

For  I  should  walk  to  Paraguay 
And  over  the  hills  of  Spain, 

Laugh  as  I  went  in  the  sunshine 
And  also  laugh  in  the  rain. 

The  stars  would  come  to  know 
me 
Along  the  roads  at  night. 
And  where  the  ways  divided, 
1  could  turn  to  the  left — or 
the  right. 

Oh!  I  should  walk  with  stranger 

folk 
And  we  might  fall  to  talking. 
This,  if  I  were  a  young  man 
And  very  fond  of  walking. 

— Ron  Everson. 


Up-to-date 

"What  makes  the  boys  love  Mary 

so?" 
The  wistful  wallflowers  cried. 
"Oh,    Mary    loves    the    boys,    you 

know," 

The  chaperon  replied. 

*  *        * 

The  Chain  Store  Idea 

Producer — "Your  play,  sir,  is  too 
short  for  the  stage." 

Playwright  (wide-eyed)  —  "But 
this  is  for  your  little  theatre,  sir!" 

*  *  ;i! 

There     was     a     young     girl     from 

Carlisle, 
Who   dressed   in    an    old-fashioned 
stisle; 
In  her  clothing  so  droll 
She  took  a  short  stroll. 
And  traffic  was  blocked  for  a  misle! 


Mystery  Solved 

Johnny  {who  has  just  been  given 
a  cent  for  running  an  errand):  "0 
Aunt  Gertie,  now  I  k.noW  who  Dad 
means  when  he  talk.s  about  Penny 
Auntie.  " 
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Triolet  an  an  Excellent  but 
Forgotten  Idea 

I  formed  a  wondrous  thought 

Before  I  fell  asleep. 
Last  night,  fantastic  wrought, 

I  formed  a  wondrous  thought. 
This  morning  I  forgot 

It  all,  but  this  I  keep: 
I    formed    a    wondrous    thought 

Before  I  fell  asleep. 

— /?.  E. 

*        *        * 

Our  Funny  Ancestors 

The  gentlemen  opened  doors  for 
ladies. 

And  at  dances  wore  gloves  lest 
he  soil  his  partner's  gown. 

And  in  drawing-rooms  juggled 
top  hat,  cane,  gloves,  bread  and 
butter,  cup  of  tea  and  conversation. 

And  in  the  evenings  asked  her 
father's  permission  to  sit  in  the 
parlour  with  daughter. 

And  at  dinner  parties  abstained 
from  smoking  until  the  ladies 
had  left  the  table. 

That  was  back  in  the  age  when, 
in  dancing,  the  feet  were  employed. 

~R.  E. 

"The  early  bird  gets  the  worms," 
he  joked,  as  they  hanged  him  at 
dawn. 


Dirty  Work 


Leader  {hotly):  "C'mon  now!     Cut  that  out,   I  heard  yuh!     Don't  ever 
pull  that  harmony  stuff  again.      This  is  a  jazz  orchestra!" 


"Why  did  you  put  that  mud  turtle 
in  your  sister's  bed?" 

"Because  I  couldn't  find  any 
frogs!" 


Christening  the  Reverend 

"Looky,  heah,  bruddern,  "  com- 
plained an  old  Baptist  minister 
who  had  just  been  appointed 
chaplain  of  a  new  coloured  lodge. 
"How  come  you-all  got  sech  gran' 
names,  an'  I  ain't  nuffin'  but  jes' 
plain  chaplain?  Somethin's  got 
to  be  done,  or  I  resigns  fum  dis 
heah  lodge.  " 

A  discussion  then  arose  about 
what  would  be  a  suitable  title  for 
the  reverend,  and  a  number  of 
suggestions  were  made;  however, 
none  of  them  suited,  until  one 
of  the  dusky  members,  struck 
with  a  happy  inspiration,  leaped 
to  his  feet  and  exclaimed: 
"Say,  bruddern.  Ah  moves  we 
calls  de  rebbern  heah  de  Holy 
Smoke.  " 

*        *        * 

At  roll-call  in  a  Bolshevik  regi- 
ment, 'tis  whispered  about  that 
Trotsky  once  sneezed  and  the 
soldiers  all  answered,  "Here!  " 


Belle — "I  hear  that  young  Miss 
Wood  married  an  old  stick." 

Nell — "Yes,  she  struck  a  match 
by  kindling  his  smouldering  love 
into  a  flame,  but  the  way  she  blew 
his  money  just  burned  him  up,  so 
another  match  is  going  up  in 
smoke.  " 

—R.  D.  L. 
*       *       * 

The  Lady  Speaks 

I  give  you  back  your  vow — - 
To  love  until  time  ends, 

And  evermore  from  now 

We'll  meet  as  casual  friends. 

Let  love's  cold  ashes  rest; 

I  give  you  back  your  kiss. 
Love  is  a  farce  at  best; 

Take  back  its  tarnished  bliss. 

I  give  you  back  your  fling; 

Go  down  your  single  track; 
But  your  frat  pin  and  ring — 

Just  try  and  get  them  back. 

—Robert  D.  Utile. 
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Ardent  Golfer  {trying  to  get  on  his  pet  topic  of  conversation):   "May  I  ask — cr — what  is  your  handicap?' 
Stranger  {sadly):  "Wife  and  eight  children." 

The  Crowning  Glory 


August — "Short  hair  is  a  nuisance  and  an  expense. 
Haircut  once  a  month  —  .50;  neck  trim  and  marcel 
twice  a  month- $2.50.  ($2.50  +  $0.50  =  $3.00.) 
$36.00  a  year  for  a  shingle.  If  that  isn't  the  height  of 
folly,  I  don't  know  what  is.  " 

September.  "This  period  of  transition  between 
short  hair  and  long  is  most  trying,  but  it  can  be 
managed  with  patience  and  hairnets.  " 

October  Expense-book  item:  hairnets  smce  Aug- 
ust. 493  at  10  cents  =  $49.30.  (Patience  ran  out  on 
September  23.) 

November  Official  pronunciamento:  "Yes,  this 
stage  is  most  trying,  but,  my  dear,  1  don't  really  mind 
it." 

Private  reflection — "!  look  like  a  cartoon  of  a 
short-haired  woman.  " 

December — Expense-book  items: 

Wire  curlers $  .65 

Metal  curlers  with  clasp 87 

Metal  curlers  without  clasp .35 

Bone  curlers 1 .43 


Steel  curlers  with  spring $  .94 

Sleep  lost  while  wearing  the  same — 46  hrs.,  23 
mins.  After  several  nightmares,  in  which 
the  woman  dreams  that  her  head  is  encased 
in  armor,  bird  cages  and  steel  girders,  she 
throws  them  all  away  and  has  a  marcel ....   1 .00 

$5.46 

January—  Official  pronunciamento:  "My  dear,  you 
can't  think  what  a  relief  it  is  to  be  free  of  this  business 
of  going  to  the  barber!  "  Private  reflection:  "1  feel 
like  a  pony  with  blinders.  " 

February — "A  boyish  shingle,  please.  Tight  and 
close,  and  short  behind  the  ears.  Go  as  far  as  you 
like.     I  don't  care  how  much  you  cut  off!  " 

—H. 

*       *       * 

A  young  man  gazes  up  at  the  moon  because  he  is 
in  love;  an  old  man  looks  up  because  he  is  in  a  wing 
collar. 
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'And  why  do  you  call  your  little  playmate  'Bovril'?" 
'Cause  he's  so  full  of  bull!" 


Triolet 

I'll  never  walk  that  way  again — 
The     long     white     road     where 
memories  are; 
I'll  never  walk  that  way  again, 
Where  Kate  and    1    walked  in   the 

rain; 
*Twas    there    she    told    me    love's 

sweet  pain 
Was  constant  as  the  evening  star. 
I'll  never  walk  that  way  again — 
Next  time  I  go  I'll  take  the  car. 
—R.  D.  L. 


The  Reason 

"1  don't  know  what  it  is,  doctor. 
John's  just  poorly,  that's  all." 

"Does  he  drink?  " 

"Goodness,  no;  he  hasn't  had  a 
drink  for  twenty-five  years." 

"Then  he  has  no  bad  habits?" 

"No,  except  that  he  does  like  a 
cigar  after  a  good  meal.  But  I 
don't   suppose   he'd   smoke   two   a 

year." 

*        *        * 

A  dumbell  is  a  person  who  uses 
his  auto  horn  for  a  doorbell! 


Assault 

The  army  of  the  Philistines, 

By  Queen  Dolores  led. 
Rode    down    one    day    to    the  Art 

Display, 
Where  it   stared   at    the   paintings, 
and  said: 

"A  swirling  composition! 

Delicious  atmosphere! 
Chaotic!   Intense!  "  and,  "Delicate 
sense!" 

With,"  Wonderful  feeling  here!" 

The  forces  of  Philistia, 

With  powder-puff  and  cane, 

(The  recitation  finished), 
Rode  proudly  home  again. 

— Ron  Everson. 


Unconvinced 

It  was  near  the  end  of  a  long 
story.  The  hard-faced  man  was 
giving  them  gems  of  wisdom  picked 
from  the  ample  experiences  of  his 
own  misspent  life.  For  the  most 
part  the  audience  cared  little  for 
his  advice;  they  had  come  in  to 
get  warm. 

"Denounce,  "  he  said,  "the  de- 
mon rum  and  free  yourselves  from 
the  vile  clutches  of  the  tobacco 
habit.  It  is  easily  done.  Well  I 
remember  the  day  I  gave  up  smok- 
ing. I  was  standing  on  a  street 
corner,  just  about  to  light  a  ten- 
cent  perfecto,  and  I  said  to  myself, 
'Johnston,  you're  a  fool  to  smoke; 
throw  away  that  cigar!'  And  I 
did,  and  I've  never  smoked  since." 

"Say,  mister,"  interrupted  a 
bum  who  had  just  come  in,  "you 
haven't  a  mind  to  tell  a  fellow 
where  you  threw  that  cigar,  have 
you?" 

Famous  Beets 

it. 

Dead . 

Don't about  the  bush. 

I  got up. 

This  is -ween  you  and  me. 

Asleep  on  his . 

ever  so  humble  there's  no 

place,  etc. 
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On  Exhibition 

Life  Studies  in  an 
Art  Gallery 


Drawings  by 
MARJORIE  JONES 
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High  Finance 

First  Stude:  "How's  to  buy  me  a 
paper?" 

Second  Stude:  "Sorry — can't 
handle  it.  I  only  got  a  dime,  and 
if  I  break  it,  it'll  go  like  water." 

— Pelican. 

*        *        * 

No  Trouble  at  All 

Professor:  "You  missed  class 
yesterday,  didn't  you?  " 

Student:  "Not  at  all,  old  boy, 
not  at  all." 

— Sour  Owl. 


Do  Tell! 

"Black  boy,  how  did  you-all 
get  that  soot  on  youah  coat?  " 

"That  ain't  soot,  Carbona,  that  s 
dandruff." 

—Lord  Jeff. 

*        *        * 

Warned! 

First  Visitor:  "My  dear,  these 
cakes  are  as  hard  as  stone.  " 

Second  Visitor:  "1  know.  Didn't 
you  hear  her  say.  Take  your 
pick,'  when  she  passed  them 
around.  "  — Life. 


Cause  and  Effect 

/.    Cause 

Morris  House, 
Smith  College, 
Northampton,  Mass. 
Jack,  Dearest: 

By  cutting  all  my  major  exams 
1  could  accept  an  invitation  to 
Carnival.  1  am  very  willing  to 
do  this. 

I  wish  you  luck  in  your  finals. 
But  you  don't  need  luck,  I  know. 
You  are  so  bright  and  clever. 
Honey,  1  am  waiting  eagerly  for 
your  answer. 

Your  own, 

Agnes. 
2.  Effect 
Western  Union  Telegraph  Co. 
\ -23-26  BXL  PD  7:7  xx 

Miss  Agnes  Lafferts, 
Morris  House,  Hamp. 

I  hope  you  get  an  invitation. 
John  Jones. 
— J  ack.-0- Lantern. 

Easy! 

Man  (to  little  boy):  "Tell  me, 
who  is  it  that  has  such  nice  fat 
legs?  " 

Six-year-old:  "Mamma.  " 

—  Blue  Ribbon. 

*  *        * 

He:    "Archie    was    nearly    killed 
the    other    morning.       He    got    up 
on  the  wrong  side  of  bed.  " 
She:  "I'm  not  superstitious." 
He:  "Neither  is  he;  but  this  was 

a  lower  berth.  "  — Awgwan. 

*  *        * 

It's  All  Over  Town 

Frankie:  My  father  doesn't 
keep  pigs  in  our  basement  any 
more. 

Johnnie:  "Howzat?  " 

Frankie:  "The  neighbours  got 
wind  of  it.  " 

— Colgate  Banter. 

Too  Much  Service 

Husband  (phoning):  "Is  my 
wife  in?  " 

Butler:  "1  think  she  is  in  the 
bath  sir;  just  a  moment,  sir,  and 
1  shall  see,  sir." 

Husband:  "Never  mind,  I'll  call 
later." 

— Centre  Colonel. 
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A  Narrow  Escape 

"Hello,  Pete,  did  1  tell  you 
about  the  narrow  escape  I  had?" 
"No,  Mike,  what  happened?" 
"Well,  you  know,  I've  been  on 
duty  as  night  watchman  at  the 
warehouse  for  about  a  year  now. 
Well,  I'd  been  in  the  habit  of 
slippin'  off  every  night  about 
eleven  o'clock,  and  runnin'  up 
home — 1  live  just  up  the  tracks 
about  half  a  mile — and  gettin'  a 
bite  to  eat  an'  sittin'  with  the  wife 
till  about  three,  then  slip  back  on 
the  job.  If  1  ever  got  caught  you 
know  it'd  mean  me  job.  Well,  the 
last  Saturday  night  I  slipped  off, 
and  went  up,  and  when  1  went  up 
on  the  porch  1  just  had  a  hunch  to 
look  in  the  window.  Well,  sir, 
there  was  the  foreman  sittin'  on 
the  sofy  with  his  arm  around  my 
old  lady.  Man,  I  came  hurryin' 
back  to  work  an'  he  never  caught 
on  at  all.  But,  boy,  if  1  hadn't 
been  so  careful  I'd  been  fired  sure 
as  you're  not  a  Ku  Kluxer." 

— Moonshine. 

*  *        * 

Tough 

"They  told  me  to  be  a  Psi  Delt, 
1  had  to  drink  a  quart  of  whiskey 
and  moo,  like  a  cow." 

"Well,  what  seems  to  be  the 
trouble?" 

"I  can't  m-moo." 

—Medley. 

Orders 

Boss:  "'Ow  many  of  yer  are 
werking  down  that  hole?" 

Voice:  "Three,  sorr!" 

Boss:  "Well,  'alf  of  yer  come  up 
here,  immediate!" 

—Medley. 

*  *       * 

First  R.O.T.C:  "Why  does  the 
major  take  two  drinks  every  morn- 
ing?" 

Second  Dummy:  "He  takes  one 
to  make  himself  feel  like  a  different 
man." 

First  R.O.T.C:  "Why  a  second 
one?" 

Second  Dummy:  "That's  for  the 
other  man." 

—Ski-U-Mah. 
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After  the  Ball 

"/  didn't  see  Gladys  at  the  ball.      Was  she  masked?  " 
"Better  than  that!     She  came  without  make-up." 

— J ack-o- Lantern. 


"You  don't  need  to  open  your 
mouth  so  wide,"  said  the  dentist. 
"I'm  going  to  stand  right  here  on 

the  floor."  — Annapolis  Log. 

*        *        * 

Bovine:  "That  new  farm  hand 
is  terribly  dumb." 

Equine:     "How's  that?" 
Bovine:  "He  found  a  lot  of  con- 
densed milk  cans  in  the  grass  and 
insisted  he  had  found  a  crows  nest." 

— Scream. 


Old  Stuff 

Mother:  "Come  here,  Johnnie, 
1  have  some  good  news  for  you.  " 

Johnnie  (without  enthusiasm): 
"Yes,  I  know;  brother  is  home 
from  college." 

Mother:  "Yes,  but  how  did  you 
know?" 

Johnnie:  "My  bank  won't  rattle 
any  more." 

—Whirlwind. 
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Ridiculous 

"Sorry,  sir,  but  I'm  all  out  of 
wild  ducks.  I  could  let  you  have 
a  fine  end  of  ham." 

"Don't  kid  me!  How  could  I 
go  home  and  say  I  shot  an  end  of 
ham-*  " 

— Exchange. 

*  *        * 

She:  "So  you  think  that  college 
has  nothing  to  offer  you?  " 

He:  "Yes,  I'm  too  light  for  foot- 
ball and  I've  gone  about  as  far  as 
as  a  man  can  in  the  Charleston." 

— L//e. 

Mr.  Goldberg:  "Did  you  know 
that  Sam  made  $50,000  in  Chicago 
in  a  week?" 

Mr.  Cohen:  "I  don't  believe  it." 

Goldberg,  calling  over  his  friend 
Wolf:  "Isn't  it  true  that  Sam  made 
$50,000  in  Chicago  in  a  week? 

Wolf:  "Sure  it's  true,  but  it's 
wrong  in  four  places:  It  wasn't 
Chicago,  it  was  Toledo;  it  wasn't 
a  week,  it  was  a  year;  it  wasn't 
$50,000,  it  was  $5,000:  and  he 
didn't  make  it,  he  lost  it.  " 

— Exchange. 

*  *        * 

"Just  think,  the  material  in 
Lucy's  evening  gown  cost  thirty 
dollars  a  yard." 

"That's  a  nice  dress  for  twenty 
dollars." 

— Colgate  Banter. 


"Ah  ain't  a- poinlin    no  accusin  fingers    .    .    .    hut  three 
of  mah  chickens  cum  hum  missin'  last  night.  " 


-Jester. 


Dollar:  "Do  you  think  this  suit 
is  all  right  for  a  bridge  date?  " 

Bill:  "What  bridge  is  the  date 
on?  " 

— Puppet. 
*        *        * 

A  naval  friend  writes  that  he  is 
sending  contributions  written  on 
a  battleship.  This  may  save 
paper,  but  we  don't  quite  see  how 
we're  going  to  get  the  battleship 
in  our  office. 

— Dirge. 


The  Line  is  Busy. 


-Beanpot. 


The  old  gentleman  was  a  trifle 
bewildered  at  the  elaborate  wed- 
ding. 

"Are  you  the  groom?"  he  asked 
the  melancholy-looking  young  man. 

"No,  sir,  "  the  young  man  re- 
plied. "1  was  eliminated  in  the 
preliminary  try-outs.  " 

—  Witt. 

Young  Lady,  trying  to  make  a 
sale  (protestingly):  "But  we  some- 
times get  as  high  as  $1,500  for  a 
Peke!" 

Native:  "Mebbe  ye  do,  but  I 
wouldn't  give  that  fer  a  durn  good 
look." 

— Blue  Ribbon. 
*        *        * 

Frosh:  "I  want  to  ask  a  question 
about  a  tragedy — 

English  Prof.:  "Well?" 
Frosh:  "What  is  my  mark?  " 

— Medley. 

^  ^  ^ 

L.  B. — "That  girl  is  from  Pan- 
ama. " 

B.  S. — "How  can  you  tell?" 
L.  B.— "By  her  locks." 

— Lehigh  Burr. 
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A  Terrible  Fate  Awaits  You 

if  you  don't  subscribe  to 

VANITY  FAIR 


you  won't  know  who's  who  «r 
what's  what 

you'll  be  caught  short  on  dinner 
table  conversation 

you  won't  know  what  plays  to  pick 
or  whom  to  look  for  in  them 

you  won't  know  when  the  time 
changes  in  the  world  of  ideas 

why,  for  instance,  jazz  and  Charlie 

Chaplin  are  today  classic,  and   on 

what  chill  tomorrow  they  may  be 

vieux  jeux 

when  they  put  the  padlock  on 
D.  H.  Lawxence  and  when  they 
took  it  off  James  Joyce 

when  the  Russians  stopped  being 
chic  and  who  supplanted  them 

the  debutantes  will 
dodge  you  at  dinner 

the  stags  at  eve  vjill 
cut  in  on  someone 
more  amusing 

you  II  be  a  wet  raz,a 
dumb  bunny 

But  it's  not  too  late.  Curfew  doesuH  ring 
tonight.  The  order  blank  is  here.  Vanity 
Fair's  subscription  list  remains  open  .... 
Thank  heaven  there  is  still  time. 


He:  EW>iXijT7;,  tlbts  toJj 
Mtijpi'ais  oXiKais  kolI  r-qv  tuv 
yovdruiv  -ft\ovaa.vTU>v  '\vriv 
UiwiyyTOD ; 


She:  'H  fi.iji'  aXXa  Tt  irpo. 
VfyyiaiTtpov,  ((xpLXjtTos,  tlStt 
Tov  a.vTlypa<t>ou  vtortpov  ttjs 
Vanity  Fair? 


10  issues  for  $2 

VANITY    FAIR 

tear  it  out  tear   it  out  teas  it  odt  tear  it   out   fill   it   in   fill  it   in   filJj   it  in   fill  it 

Vanity  Fair,  Greenwich,  Conn.  Name, etc 

Dear  Vanity  Fair: 


Your  English  didn't  persuade 
me,  but  your  Boetian  is  irre- 
sistible. Attached  find  ivo 
dollan  for  ten  issuu. 


Illuttrations  copyright  by  Vanity  Fah 


O 


fiH   TWO   BUCKS   PI.V   TWO   BVCIC8   PIN   TWO   8UCX8   DO    IT   NOW    DO   IT   NOW   DO   IT   NOW    DO   IT  NOW   00   Vi'   NO\* 


30 


C9DLIN 


Hail!  A  New  Poet  "Lariat" 

Whoever  the  unsung  genius  is 
who  wrote  the  poem  which  is 
being  distributed  at  the  Club 
Arena  on  West  Fifty-eighth  Street, 
he  deserves  the  wreath  of  poi- 
son ivy  as  the  Poet  Laureate  of 
Broadway  After  Dark.  He  has 
titled  his  epic  "Under  the  Spread- 
ing Chestnut  Tree,"  and  it  is  here- 
by offered  for  the  delight  and  delec- 
tation of  those  who  still  get  a  titter 
out  of  a  good  parody: 
Under  the  spreading  chestnut  rree, 

the  village  cafe  stands; 
After  all  it's  been,  it's  now  called  an 

inn, 
With  a  dance  floor  and   two  jazz 

bands. 
The    ground    that    surrounds    this 

caf6,  in  its  day  was  a  garden 

where  chickens  would  roam; 
Now  it  holds  Stutz's  and  cigarette 

buttses  and  chickens  who  hate 

to  go  home. 
The  proprietor,  who  in  days  of  yore 

wore    a    beard    that    reached 

down  to  his  knee, 
Is    now    shaven    clean    and    sips 

Benedictine,  a  mighty  man  is  he, 
His  daughter  too,  who  used  to  do 

the  chores  around  the  place, 
Now  wears  decolette  and  sleeps  all 

day,   puts   powder   and   rouge 

on  her  face. 


Producer:  "In  the  next  act  you 
have  to  kiss  the  hero!" 

Film  Star:  "I  hope  you  under- 
stand what  you  are  demanding  of 
mel     He  is  my  husband!" 

— Kasper,  Stockholm. 


"Did  you    shoot    much    on    that 
hun'-ing  trip  you  had?" 

"No;  but  I    won   about  $200  on 
the  way  home." 

— Yale  Record. 

Her  name  is  Lou.     She's  the  danc- 
ing partner  of  Dangerous  Dan 

McGrew, 
And   it's  the   way   she  shakes   the 

shimmy      that     makes     it     a 

popular  rendezvous. 
It's  the  din — din — din,  that  makes 

it  an  inn  of  sin 
And  better  men  than   I   am  can't 

get  in. 
But  if  at  first  you  don't  succeed, 

try,  try,  again. 
It   was  a   balmy   summer  evening 

and  a  goodly  crowd  was  there. 
When  up  rolled  a  Ford  with  a  guy 

on     board,     a     Hester     Street 

millionaire. 
"Have  a  smile,"  he  shouted.  "We'll 

take     whiskey,"     came     back 

from  the  throng. 
He     said,     "On     me     you'll     take 

nothing. 
'Have  a  Smile,'  is   the   name   of   a 

song." 
It  was  the  kid's  last  wise  crack. 
They  walloped  this  Yiddle  with  a 

gat    and    a    fiddle,    some   cow 

dumped  over  a  spittoon. 


Then  a  great  big  Wop  came  in  with 

a  mop,  and  drew  a  picture  on 

the  bar-room  floor. 
Listen,  my  children,  and  you  shall 

hear  how  they  soaked    me    a 

dollar  for  a  bottle  of  beer. 
My     Mary     had     a     little     lamb, 

potatoes  for  desert. 
That  only  cost  me  what  cash  1  had, 

Two   Liberty   Bonds   and   my 

shirt. 
A   fool    there   was   and   ordered   a 

steak — even  as  you  and  I. 
No  notice  of  the  price  did   he   take 

— even  as  you — not  I. 
He  owns  steel  mills  in  Pittsburgh, 

Pa.,  and  he  had  enough  dough 

for  the  steak  they  say. 
One  fellow  helped  him  on  with  his 

coat,  one  fellow  grabbed  him 

by  the  throat; 
One  got  his  cash,  one  got  his  goat, 

even  his  I.  O.  U. 
There     were     headwaiters     to    the 

left    of    him,    gorillas    to    the 

right    of    him,    murderers    in 

front  of  him. 
He    volleyed   and    thundered,    but 

when  he  left  he  owed  a  noble 

six  hundred. 
So,  friends,  Romans  and  customers, 

hearken  unto  me. 
If   you're   bound   for   a   roadhouse 

with  a  Ziegfeld  chorephy. 
Order    a    glass    of    water    and    a 

napkin.  (Music  Cue.) 
That  was  my  Father's  Rosary. 

—ZHs. 


"What  advantages  had  the  ancient 
Romans  over  us?" 

"They  didn't  have  to  learn  Latin!" 
—Pele  Mele.  Paris. 
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Speaking  of  Florida  Real  Estate 

"Yessir,  Chollie,  that  lil  Florida 
gamble  cost  me  exackly  five  thou- 
sand berries.  Five  thousand  fish 
before  1  got  wise,  an'  then  I  just 
took  my  loss  an'  got  out.  You 
know  how  I   am?  " 

"Sure,  I  know.  Jus'  took  your 
wallop  and  charged  it  to  profit  'n 
loss." 

"Yeah — but  not  profit  'n  loss  ex- 
ackly. Charged  it  to  experience. 
Five  thousand  smackers  an'  then 
I  got  out  an'  called  it  a  day. 
That's  the  way  1  do  business.  " 

"Sure,  take  your  loss  an'  don't 
send  your  sweet  money  after  sour 
dough.     That's  my  dope." 

"You  said  it.  That's  what  they 
wanted.  Tried  to  hook  me  for  an- 
other five  thousand  but  I  jus'  said, 
'Gennulmen,  nothin'  doin'.  I've 
had  enough.  I'm  takin'  my  loss 
an'  gettin'  out.'  An'  I  got  out. 
You  know  how  /  am." 

"Sure.  S'way  with  me.  You 
loined  your  lesson." 

"You  betcha.  Five  gran'  and 
charged  it  to  edjucation.  Comes 
high  but  you  got  to  learn  so  1 
aint  squawkin.  " 

"Wassa  use?  Take  your  loss  an' 
don't  squawk.     That's  my  dope." 

"You  said  it.  Take  your  medi- 
cine an'  keep  your  trap  shut. 
That's  me." 

"Me  too." — C.  Knapp. 

— New  Yorker. 


Quite  Old 

First  Student:  "I  wonder  how 
old  the  Latin  professor  is?" 

Second  Student:  "Quite  old,  1 
imagine.  They  say  he  used  to 
teach  Caesar." 

— Flamingo. 


Flapper:   "Should  I  marry  a  man 
who  lies  to  me?  " 

Fortune  Teller:    "Lady,  do  you 
want  to  be  an  old  maid?" 

— Columns. 


Frosh:     "Mama,    can    1    go   out 
and  play?  " 

Mama:   "What,  with  those  holes 
in  your  trousers?" 

Frosh:   "No,  with  the  kids  across 
the  street." 

— Lyre. 


A  Current  Joke 

A  scientist  has  just  discovered 
that  plants  grow  better  if  the  day 
is  prolonged  with  artificial  light. 
Further  investigations  prove  that 
the  plant  which  profits  most  from 
this  treatment  is  the  electric  light 
plant. 

— Blue  Baboon. 


"Have  you   ever   read   anything 
by  Goethe?  " 

"No,    but    I've    seen    the    play 
about  getting  her  garter." 

^Cornell  Wid. 


Voice:    "Hello.     Could  you   use 
a   coal   substitute?  " 

Man:   "Certainly.    How  much?" 
Voice:     "$48  a   case." 

— Lehigh  Burr. 


"How  did  you  get  the  bump  on 
your  head?" 

"Oh,     that's    where    a     thought 
struck  me!  '  . 

—  The  Log. 


TRAVEL  COMFORT 

The  nausea  of  Sea,  Train  and 
Car  Sickness  promptly  relieved. 
Experienced  travelers  all  testify 
to  its  positive  action.     2.5  years 

■  75c.  &  $1.50  a.  Drug  Stores 
}  OT  direct  on  receipt  ef  Price 


SEASICK 


^TvfEO 


Vouthfu^ 
Freshness 

Brings  the  viva' 
clous  glow  of 
youth  to  your 
skin.  That  elusive 
-^   '.^  charm       which 

makes  the  passing  years  deal  lightly 
with  your  appearance. 

Made  in  White  ■  Flesh  ■  Rachel  6 

GoURAUDS 

ORIENTAL  CREAM 


Ferd. 


Send  IOC.  for  Triii(  ^ze 
T.  Hopkins  &  Son,  Montreal 


Children  ^THrWe  Onlt^ 


Doctors  recom- 
mend it  because 
of  its  high  per- 
centage  of 
DEXTROSE  — 
the  energy  pro- 
ducing element 
in  food ! 


It  is  delicious  in 
flavor  and  is  so 
easily   digested. 

Give  the  chil- 
dren as  much  as 
they  want. 
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JERICHO  SANDS.  By  Mary 
Borden.  Toronto:  The  Mac- 
millan  Company  of  Canada. 
In  the  quiet  setting  of  an  English 
countryside,  two  people,  a  man  and 
his  wife,  go  mad  with  love — his  for 
the  Church  and  his  wife,  hers  for 
the  ingrained  respectability  and 
downright  decency  of  generations 
of  breeding  in  a  lover.  Of  the  two, 
it  is  only  Sir  Simon  Birch,  the  hus- 
band, who  goes  downright  dotty. 
Priscilla,  with  a  better  working 
attitude  towards  a  practical  world, 
manages  her  affair  in  a  practical 
manner. 

You  will  see  at  once  that  here  is  a 
novel  with  real  reader  interest. 
Both  the  central  characters  are 
pretty  fine  people,  though  for  a 
partner  at  dinner  we  would  have  no 
hesitation  in  choosing  Priscilla,  for 
all  her  usual  taciturnity.  Simon  is 
the  vicar  and  the  lord  of  Creech. 
His  devotion  to  the  Church  is  un- 
sophisticated, fundamentalist  fana- 
ticism. Were  his  character  purely 
a  devout  one,  things  might  have 
gone  better,  but  unfortunately  he 
is  plagued  with  a  Messianic  com- 
plex which  brings  with  it  in  his  case 
a  proclivity  for  petty  delving  into 
other  people's  affairs.  Somehow 
or  other  the  crusty  old  land-holders 
and  aristocrats  who  are  his  friends 
by  propinquity,  do  not  appreciate 
having  their  souls  saved  between 
the  soup  and  the  entree,  which 
militates  against  Simon's  popular- 
ity. Moreover,  his  parishioners,  as 
he  sadly  relates,  require  only  a 
parson  to  decently  marry  them, 
christen  their  children,  and  bury 
them.    One  who  tries  to  manipulate 


De  Profundis 

When  at  the  sunset's  close. 
Earth  slowly  turns  to  rest. 

I  watch  the  fading  rose 
Die  in  the  saffron  West. 

The  pale  cool  stars  emerge. 
And  the  blue  robe  of  night 

Is  sown  from  verge  to  Verge 
With  daffodils  of  light. 

Then  all  the  distant  hills 
And  shadows  seem  aware 

Of  one  who  holds  and  thrills 
The  far  away  and  near. 

From  "Far  Horizons"  by  Bliss 
Carman.  Small,  Maynard  &  Co., 
Publishers. 


the  workings  of  their  hearts,  seems 
to  them  to  be  intruding  upon 
ground  that  is  not  his.  Simon, 
pictured  as  a  rather  unpleasant 
sort  of  person,  has  nevertheless  a 
firm  hold  on  our  sympathy,  for  his 
innate  fairness  forces  him  to  admit 
his  faults  at  every  turn.  We  be- 
lieve that  this  constant  checking 
up  of  himself,  with  its  unsatisfac- 
tory results,  was  responsible  for  his 
mental  breakdown  as  much  as  the 
desertion  of  his  wife. 

Priscilla,  the  model  for  "a  fine, 
upstanding  girl,  "  married  Simon 
because  she  considered  him  a  refuge 
from  the  temptations  of  the  world, 
the  f^esh  and  the  devil.  Never 
really  in  love  with  Simon,  when  she 
does  fall  in  love  the  choice  pre- 
sented to  her  fills  her  with  dismay. 
Simon  inadvertently  decided  for 
her. 

"Jericho  Sands  "  is  one  of  those 
novels  wherein  nothing  very  much 


happens  in  the  way  of  action,  but 
wherein  the  mental  adventures  of 
the  characters  are  tumultuous.  It 
is  cleverly  and  convincingly  writ- 
ten, and  one  of  the  most  interesting 
novels  of  the  season.  We  believe 
you  will  like  it.  — A.  D. 

APPASSIONATA.     By      Fannie 

Hurst.     Toronto:    The  Macmillan 

Company  of  Canada. 

All  those  anxious  to  embark  on 
a  trip  of  glorious  introspection  and 
soul-wrenching,  all  aboard!  Miss 
Fannie  Hurst  offers"Appassionata" 
for  her  reputation  to  all  appear- 
ances as  an  antidote  for  the  recent 
"Mannequin"  episode,  and  it  is 
safe  to  say  that  "Appassionata" 
will  never  be  screened,  not  in  its 
present  form  anyway,  and  that  is 
the  first  nice  thing  we  have  to  say 
about  it. 

You  can't  just  sit  down  for  a 
pleasant  half  hour  with  this  novel. 
Indeed  the  most  formal  prepara- 
tion is  advocated.  First,  step  up 
before  your  mirror  and  take  a  long, 
sad  look  at  yourself.  Try  to  real- 
ize what  experiences  brought  those 
telltale  lines  to  your  face.  Then, 
provided  you  have  a  few  uninter- 
rupted hours  to  devote  to  the  exer- 
cise, put  an  organ  record  on  the 
Victrola  with  the  repeating  attach- 
ment adjusted,  and  begin. 

You  won't  like  the  first  few 
pages.  Fannie  Hurst's  new  style:  is 
bound  to  annoy  you  until  you  get 
used  to  it.  It  is  a  decided  innova- 
tion, and,  in  our  opinion,  not  an 
altogether  successful  one.  Simple 
enough,    it   consists   chiefly   of    the 
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use  of  the  second  person  singular 
throughout,  but  the  subject  of  said 
second  person  singular  is  not  the 
reader  but  the  heroine,  Laura 
Regan,  "one  of  the  lovely  Regans,' 
The  book  ensconces  you  firmly  and 
irrevocably  inside  the  lovely 
Laura  s  skin.  Every  change  of  ex- 
pression, every  slight  heartbeat 
becomes  as  much  your  own  as  hers. 
This  is  a  very  clever  thing  to  do, 
but  whether  or  not  it  is  a  pleasant 
experience  depends  entirely  upon 
whether  or  not  you  would  like  to 
be  Laura  Regan  for  a  space  of 
several  hours. 

You  won't  be  particularly  happy, 
for  Laura  has  the  perfect  attributes 
for  misery,  since  she  not  only 
possesses  beauty,  but  a  powerful, 
mystical  and  unrelenting  con- 
science, A  beautiful  girl  may 
make  a  wonderful  thing  of  life,  A 
woman  with  a  conscience  may  still 
be  happy,  but  in  Laura  Regan's 
case  the  conflict  of  the  two  com- 
pletely obviates  the  chance  of  hap- 
piness. 

When  we  meet  her  she  is  engaged 
to  Dudley,  a  typical  worldly,  mag- 
netic, flesh-and-blood  sort  of  per- 
son, who  regards  her  as  a  prize 
worth  winning  and  a  prize  worth 
a  tremendous  sacrifice  to  hold,  but 
of  the  inner  cathedral  of  Laura's 
solemnly  religious  mind  he  has  no 
conception,  and  so,  perhaps  for- 
tunately before  the  marriage  is 
consummated,  the  affair  with  Dud- 
ley is  broken  off.  If  the  human 
mind  were  a  logical  machine,  this 
freedom  from  Dudley  would,  by 
removing  the  last  impediment  to 
Laura's  spiritual  yearnings,  bring 
her  a  release  meaning  perfect  hap- 
piness; but  again  there  is  a  struggle, 
for  Laura's  religion  has  been  an 
idealistic  one,  a  touching,  emo- 
tional, passionate  adoration,  and 
infatuation  if  you  will.  The  pros- 
pect of  becoming  a  nun,  which 
seemed  at  first  so  beautiful,  rich 
with  the  atmosphere  of  ancient 
music  and  the  perfect  adoration 
of  the  uplifted  soul,  is  gradually 
brought  into  contact  with  the  many 
trivialities  and  frequent  ugliness  of 
the  nun's  life,  and  it  is  this  final  war 


in  her  heart  which  is  the  high  point 
in  the  excellence  of  the  book. 

Here  then  is  a  novel  rich  in 
human  experience,  ringing  true  in 
its  characters,  not  only  of  the  cen- 
tral figure,  but  also  of  the  various 
members  of  the  Regan  family.  A 
review  would  not  be  complete  with- 
out mention  being  made  of  poor, 
worried,  aggravating  and  lovable 
Mrs,  Regan,  to  whom  her  daughter 
is  a  saint,  and  per  se  utterly  beyond 
the  possibilities  of  her  under- 
standing. 

Lastly,  "Appassionata,"  with  its 
innovations  in  style,  is  a  genuine 
addition  to  the  literature  of  this 
continent.  — J.  E.  McD. 

WOMEN.  By  Booth  Tarkington, 
Toronto:  S.  B.  Gundy,  Pub- 
lishers, $2.00. 

It  is  not  often  in  modern  fiction 
that  one  comes  across  such  a 
delightful  bit  of  reading  as  Tarking- 
ton has  given  us  in  his  new  book, 
"Women."  The  volume  is  one  on 
which  superlatives  are  not  wasted. 
"Women,"  is  not  a  novel;  it's 
structure  almost  defies  analysis. 
It  is  a  study  devoted  entirely  to 
the  affairs  of  Mrs.  Dodge,  Mrs. 
Cromwell  and  several  other  mem- 
bers of  the  Women's  Saturday 
Club.  Occasionally  a  mere  hus- 
band or  lover  wanders  across  the 
stage,  but  their  stay  is  brief  and 
their  importance  as  far  as  the 
reader  is  concerned,  is  small.  In 
"Women  "  the  lid  is  taken  off  the 
feminine  world,  the  shroud  of 
mystery  with  which  women  have 
surrounded  themselves  is  gone,  the 
inexplicable  has  been  explained, 
and    in    a    way    which    makes    us 
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The  Little  Shop 
'Round  the  Corner 

1184  Bay  Street 
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A   lending  library   of   more  interesting 
titles.     A  fascinating  Gift  Shop. 


decide  that  the  world  is  much  more 
pleasant  than  we  thought  it. 

As  one  woman  reader  said,"  It's 
uncanny;  a  man  shouldn't  know 
so  much  about  us.  " 

Tarkington  is  also  an  authority 
on  affairs  of  the  heart  and  on  the 
golden  age  of  youth.  "Women" 
reveals  a  fine  understanding  of 
human  nature.  Without  exaggera- 
tion it  has  the  virtues  of  a  dozen 
novels,  and  few  of  their  faults. 
To  any  one  who  is  tired  of  ordinary 
reading  and  short  stories,  it  will 
prove  a  delight.  To  the  man  who 
imagines  he  knows  something  about 
women,  it  will  be  a  revelation. 

Chapters  such  as  "Desert  Sand," 
"Wallflower,"  "Napoleon  Was  a 
Little  Man,  "and  characters  like 
"Lily,"  etc.,  are  so  good  that 
even  a  reviewer  can  afford  to 
become  enthusiastic.  — H.  J. 

THE  ALTAR  OF  THE  LEGION. 

By  Farnham  Bishop  and  Arthur 

Gilchrist     Brodcur.  Toronto: 

Longmans  Green  and  Co.,  $2.00. 

Here  we  have  dropping  down 
amongst  numberless  modern  novels 
a  tale  full  of  romance  and  adven- 
ture, a  tale  built  around  a  legend  of 
early  Britain. 

It  is  a  tale  of  that  legendary 
Roman  colony  in  Britain,  now, 
tradition  has  it,  deep  beneath  the 
seas  east  of  Land's  End,  Here, 
after  the  departure  of  the  Roman 
legions  to  the  aid  of  Rome,  those 
remaining  had  built  great  castles 
to  keep  out  the  Saxon  and  carried 
on  all  the  pomp  and  splendour  of 
Rome. 

Mr.  Bishop  and  Mr.  Brodeur 
have  picked  out  a  period  when  the 
Romans,  united  with  the  Britons, 
were  almost  successful  in  driving 
the  Saxons  from  their  island.  The 
story  runs  from  one  gory  battle  to 
another  and  at  each  the  reader  gets 
an  excellent  description  of  Roman 
fighting  methods. 

The  story  will  prove  a  delight  to 
the  lover  of  adventure,  and  the 
amateur  archaeologist  would  prob 
ably  be  interested  in  the  descrip- 
tions of  Roman  civilization  in  the 
then    barbarous   Britain, 

L.  McK. 
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"Where  the  Rudyards  Cease  from  Kipling  and 
the  Haggards  Ride  No  More" 

Take  me  to  a  far-off  country  where  there  isn't  any 

verse. 
Take  me  to  a  lonesome  village  far  removed  from 

poets  curse; 
For  I'm  sick  of  reading  poetry  with  emotion  that 

is  dead, 
And    of    hearing    verses    written    "To    My    Good 

Four-Poster  Bed  "; 
And  of  seeing    lines  indited  to  a  child  that  ne'er 

existed. 
And   of   hearing   of   a   maiden   who   from   weeping 

ne'er  desisted. 
Ship   me   to  a  far-off  country   where   I'll   hear   no 

poet's  lore: 
Where    the    Padraics    run     no    columns    and    the 

Alfreds  Noyes  no  more. 
A  mantelpiece  their  subject  and  of  rhyme  there's 

not  a  trace; 
They  write  but  for  the  money  or  perchance  to  fill 

up  space. 
They  tell  of  far-off  islands  where  the    grass  is  ever 

green. 
And    of    pyramids    and    temples    which    we    know 

they've  never  seen. 
The  free  verse  poets  rave  about    the    sparrows    on 

the  wing. 


At  Christmas  time  they  sit  and   write  about   the 

joys  of  spring. 
So  1  long  for  some  far  country  where  there  is  no 

poets'  lore; 
Where    the    Amys    cease    from    Lowing    and    the 

Ezras  Pound  no  more.  Q^^^  Whitelock,  '24 

— Jester. 

*  *        * 

Wasn't  that  Cleo  who  just  drove  past  in  that 
chariot? 

Oh,  it  couldn't  have  Ben  Hur. 

— Ohio  Wesley  an  Mirror. 

*  *        * 

"Jones  thinks  his  wife  is  an  angel." 
"I  didn't  know  he  was  married." 

"He  isn't  any  more;  he's  a  widower."      — Jester. 

*  *        * 

"Do  you  play  the  piano.  Miss  Archer?" 

"I'm  afraid  not." 

"Don't  you  sing,  then?" 

"Not  a  note.  " 

"Miss  Archer — Jenny!     Marry  me!  " 

— Lampoon. 

Farmer:  "Now,  come  along  and  I'll  teach  you  tO' 
milk  a  cow.  " 

Green  Hand:  "Seeing  I'm  a  new  hand,  hadn't  I 
better  begin  on  the  calf?"  — Mugwump. 
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Simple  Arithmetic 

Farmer:  "That's  my  best  cow 
and  she's  only  two  years  old.  " 

City  Girl:  "How  do  you  tell 
their  ages?  " 

Farmer:  "By  their  horns.  " 

City  Girl:  "Ah,  I  see.  Two 
horns,  two  years  old." 

— S.  F.  Examiner. 

*        *        * 

Help! 

Bore  (at  party):  "That's  Mrs. 
Knightly — she's  very  keen  on  res- 
cue work." 

Girl  (yawning):  "Oh — 1  do  hope 
she  comes  over  here." 

— Eve  (London). 
^        ^        ^ 

A  Mistake 

"Mom,"  said  little  Bobby,  burst- 
ing into  the  house  all  out  of 
breath,  "there's  going  to  be  the 
devil  to  pay  down  at  the  grocer's. 
His  wife  has  got  a  baby  girl  and 
he's  had  a  'boy  wanted'  sign  in  the 

window  for  a  week." 

^        *        * 

"Over  the  fence  is  out,  "  sighed 
the  convict,  scaling  the  last  wall. 

— Banter. 


O^ow  for  that  rubdowriy 

-  no  lame  muscles  for  me  / 

You  need  not  suffer  from  a  set 
of  lame  muscles  if  you  finish  off 
a  day  of  unaccustomed  manual 
work  with  an  application  of 
Absorbine,  Jr. 

That  threatened  lameness  justncvcr 
comes.  It  is  nipped  before  it  sets  in. 
Strained  muscles  arc  at  once  soothed 
and  limberness  magically  restored. 

That,  and  a  hundred  other  uses  for 
Absorbine,  Jr.  have  earned  for  this  an- 
tiseptic liniment  a  never-empty  place 
in  thousands  of  medicine  cabinets. 

At  ait  Jruggists'.  $t.3^p  or  postpaid. 
Uhrral  iTiat  hollle,    loc,  postpaid. 

W.F.YOUNG.  Inc. 

203  Lyman  Bldgr., 

Montreal   . 
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THE  TOBACCO  OF  QUALITY 

fi^niifdciured  bif  Jmper,'sf  Tobacco  Co.  of  Canada  .LtmitQd  ■ 


Other  tlmclT  u»e»: 
Cat^  Tired  feet 

Strains  Sore  moMclea 

Uruiite*         After  sbsvtnc 


Magnate  (to  hard-up  suitor): 
"Young  man,  dyer  know  how  1 
made  my  money?" 

Young  Man:  "Yes — but  I  can't 
permit  that  to  stand  in  the  way  of 
Muriel's  happiness!" 

—Bohcat. 

-1:  *  * 

"Well,  I'll  toss  you  up  for  it." 
"Say,    you     couldn't    even    lift 
me.  " 

—Tiger. 

^        ^        * 

"When  1  was  a  small  boy,  1  was 
left  an  orphan." 

"What  did  you  do  with  it?" 

—Pill  Panther. 
*        *        * 
Kid  Frosh:  "What  is  tact?" 
Prof.:  "My  boy,  if  you  tell  a  girl 
that    time    stands    still    when   you 
look  in  her  eyes,  that's  tact.     But 
if  you  tell  her  that  her  face  would 
stop  a  clock,  look  out.  " 

— Awgwan. 

Child  (at  theatre):  "Papa,  why 
does  that  detectve  make  such  a 
funny  face?" 

Father:  "Hush,  dear,  he  has 
probably  just  smelled  a  rat." 

— Purple  Cow. 
^        -^        ^ 

First  Student:  "What  kind  of  a 
drink  is  a  chaperon?  " 

Second  Student:  "That's  not  a 
drink.     It's  a  chaser." 

—Dodo. 


Maybe 

"Papa,  I  cannot  tell  a  lie; 

I  chopped  that  cherry  tree!" — 
School  teachers  still  use  this  reply 

To  urge  veracity; 

But  would  the  wielder  of  the  axe 

If  he  could  re-enact 
His  life  to-day,   with  income   tax 

Returns  be  so  exact? 

—John  McColl. 

*  *        * 

Johnny  came  home  proudly  show- 
ing a  dollar  which  he  said  he  had 
found  on  the  street.  "Are  you 
sure  it  was  lost?  "  his  father  asked. 
"Yes,  I  know  it  was,"  Johnny 
replied.  "I  saw  the  man  looking 
for  it." 

— Fishing  Gazette. 

*  *        * 

Old  Lady:  "You  can't  be  so 
poor,  my  good  man,  if  you  wear 
spats." 

Tramp:  "Ma'am,  dese  is  suede 
shoes  wid  de  bottoms  worn  off." 

— Williams  Purple  Cow. 

*  *       * 

"I  don't  mind  washing  the  dishes 
for  you,"  wailed  Deacon  Carson  to 
his  better  half  the  other  day.  "I 
don't  object  to  sweeping,  dusting 
and  mopping  the  floor,  but  I  do 
object  to  running  baby  ribbon 
through  my  night-dress  to  fool  the 
baby." 

— Bison. 
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ALL 
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"And  Are  Really  Good  Tours" 

MAJESTIC 

June  26 — July  17 

LEVIATHAN 

July  3 

(WORLD'S  LARGEST  STEAMERS) 
Tourist  third  cabin  accommodations 
for  vacationists,  teachers,  students, 
business  and  professional  people.  A 
month  or  more  of  the  British  Isles 
and  the  Continent. 

Pilftrimafie  to  the  Holy  Land,  Egypt, 
Constantinople,  Athens,  per  S.  S. 
Carmania,  July  7th— $560.00. 
Travel  leisurely  with  good  companions 
under  ideal  conditions — good  hotels — 
good  service  and  the  reliability  of 
travelling  with  an  agency  of  almost 
fifty  years'  standing. 

Jllustraled  Booklet  Free  on  Request 
]        Comfort — Satisfaction — Economy 
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McCANN  TOURS.    Since  1876 

1328  Broadway  47  West  34th  St. 
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TEA  ROOMS 
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BREAKFAST 

LUNCHEON 

AFTERNOON 
TEA 

DINNER 

Sunday  night  supper  will  be 
served  in  Annex  until  9.30 
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A  Dirge 

I'm  just  a  college  graduate, 
A  poor  and  saddened  gent. 

With  an  income  hardly  adequate 
Alone-to  pay  the  rent. 

1  clean  the  boss's  inkwells  out. 

And  do  it  on  the  run; 
I  lie  and  say  that  Hinkel's  out, 

And  buy  the  typists  gum. 

I'm  strong  to  conquer  in  life's  fray. 

I'd  like  to  be  hot  stuff — 
But   are   (I    find    my    thoughts   all 
stray) 

Two  meals  a  day  enough? 

I'd  like  to  see  the  other  side, 
Paree  and  England  merrie. 

But  for  my  pleasure  now  I  ride 
The  Staten  Island  ferry. 

I'd  like  to  hound  a  tea  or  two, 
Or  stag-fest  hale  and  hearty, 

To  do  the  things  I  used  to  do. 
But  can't  return  the  party. 

To  current  plays  I'd  like  to  go, 
See  hockey  games  and  fighters: 

Instead  I  view  a  movie  show 
And  read  the  sporting  writers. 

I'm  just  a  college  graduate: 

A  bank  I  want  to  rob — 
I've  a  million  dollar  outlook 

And  a  twenty  dollar  job. 

—  Tiger. 

The  Higher  Heroism 

The  parson  was  trying  to  illus- 
trate to  the  class  of  small  boys  what 
was  meant  by  mora!  courage. 

"Supposing,"  he  said,  "twelve 
boys  were  sleeping  in  a  dormitory 
and  one  said  his  prayers.  That 
would  be  moral  courage.  " 

The  boys  quite  understood. 
"Now,"  he  went  on,  "can  any  one 
give  me  an  example?" 

"Yes,  "  answered  the  lad  in  the 
back  row.  "If  twelve  clergymen 
were  sleeping  in  a  dormitory  and 
one  didn't  say  his  prayers,  that 
would  be  moral  courage." 

— London  Daily  News. 
*        *        * 

No  Straphanger 

A  slightly  hilarious  traveller 
boarded  a  No.  19  bus  at  Piccadilly 
Circus  the  other  night.  "Outside 
only,  sir,"  said  the  conductor  sym- 
pathetically; "you  mustn't  stand 
inside  now."  "Don't  wanna  stand!" 
replied  the  reveler,  eyeing  the  steps 
with  suspicion.  "Wanna  lie  down!', 
— London  Opinion. 


After  Every  Meal 

It  doesn't  take  much 
to  keep  you  in  trim. 
Nature  only  asks  a 
little  help. 

Wrigley's,  after  every 
meal,  benefits  teeth, 
breath,  appetite  and 
digestion. 

A  Flavor  for  Every  Taste 
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The  Reward  of  Virtue 

Horace  went  to  Harvard, 

Wilbur  went  to  Yale; 
But  Patrick  Henry  Tanglefoot 

Studied  law  by  mail. 

Horace  was  a  loafer, 

Wilbur  hated  toil; 
Patrick,  on  the  other  hand, 

Burned  the  midnight  oil. 

Horace  ran  to  flappers, 

Wilbur  ran  a  car; 
But  our  hero  shortly  was 

Welcomed  to  the  bar. 

There  we  leave  him  slaving 

For  his  daily  hash. 
While  Wilbur's  parents  leave  him 
rich 
And  Horace  marries  cash. 

—  Tiser. 


"Will  you  have  a  little  mashie 
potato?" 

"Oh,  just  a  niblick.  " 

— J ack-o -Lantern . 

*        *        * 

Editor  —  This  cartoon's  not 
shaded  enough. 

Cartoonist — Maybe  not,  but 
wait'll  you  see  the  joke  that  goes 
with  it. 

—  Tiger. 
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/  am  the  Sheik 

The  girls  all  seek 

Because  of  my  marvellous  dancing. 

'Polio  the  Greek 

Was  just  a  freak 

Compared  to  my  person  entrancing. 

The  flappers  say 

I  have  a  way 

In  the  fox  trot  most  engaging 

But  Fm  blase 

Fox-trot's  passe 

'Tis  the  Charleston  nozv  is  raging. 

My  cheek,  my  beak, 

Are  ivorth  a  peek 

But  of  my  feet  be  most  observing. 

I  may  look  meek 

But  Fm  the  Sheik 

Of  your  admiration  deserving. 

—THE  SHEIK  OF  DOU-ART. 


Well,  Why  Shouldn't  He  Be  Satisfied? 

HE'S  DANCING  TO  THE 
SYNCOPATIONS    OF 

D^heMason  &r{isch 

DUO-ART 

O{epvoducin0  S^iano 

MASON  6rP4SCH 
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The  Melrose 

A  favorite  style  along  English  lines — 
made  in  finest  Black  or  Tan  Calf  with 
rawhide  middle  sole  to  keep  feet  dry. 
With  single  sole  $12.00  or  double   soles 


All  over  Canada 

You  will  find  the  best- 
dressed  men  wearing 
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IVe  will  gladly  mail  you  our  newest  style 
book,     on     request — proper     fit    assured. 
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{from  maker  to  wearer) 

Shops  at 
Toronto:  73  King  St.  West 
16  Bloor  St.  East 
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Buying  Fish 

Salesman:  "Are  they  fresh,  lidy?' 
Lor'  lummy!  We've  only  just  fin- 
ished trying  artificial  respiration 
on    em." 

—Sketch. 

*  *        * 

Student:  "See  here,  where  are 
those  oysters  on  the  half-shell  I 
ordered  some  time  ago?  " 

Waiter:  "Don't  be  impatient, 
young  man.  We're  a  trifle  short 
of  shells,  but  you're  next,  sir.  " 

— Punch. 

*  *        * 

Mother:  "Nice  little  boys  don't 
fight." 

Darling  son:  "Naw,  they  get  the 
pants  beat  off'n    em." 

—Life. 

I:  "Learn  any  new  songs  this 
summer,  Bill?  " 

Bill:    "Yes,    I    learned    a    hotel 

song." 

I:  "Hotel  song?  How  does  it 
go?" 

Bill:  "Something  like  this:  'Hotel 
me,  pretty  maiden."' 

— Orange  Owl. 

*  *        * 

She:  "You  seldom  find  a  fellow 
with  both  money  and  brains." 

He:  "What  makes  you  so  sure 
I'm  broke?" 

—  The  Pup. 

=1:  *  * 

Maw:  "You  didn't  eat  your 
second  piece  of  pie!" 

Guest:  "No— B.V.D." 

Maw:  "What  do  you  mean — 
B.V.D.?" 

Guest:  "One-piece  suits." 

—Kittykat. 


On  and  on  dashed  the  Pride  of 
the  Mounted  in  his  pursuit  of  the 
villain  who  had  broken  all  of 
Canada's  laws,  singly  and  collect- 
tively,  not  once,  but  a  thousand 
times.  On  and  on  he  dashed, 
passing  parallels  of  latitude  as  if 
they  were  five-yard  marks  on  a 
football  field.  On  and  on  he 
dashed. 

Seated  on  the  North  Pole  itself 
he  found  an  Eskimo  wrinkled  and 
wan,  who  smiled  at  him  a  friendly 
greeting  and  urged  him  to  sit 
down.  The  Pride  of  the  Mounted 
shook  his  head  and  scowled. 

"Hast  thou,  "  he  asked,  "seen 
one  'Black'  Gustafson,  who  has 
broken  the  laws  of  our  fair  land, 
not  once,  but  a  thousand  times?  " 

"Oui,"  said  the  Eskimo. 

"And  in  what  direction  did  he 
go?"  asked  the  Pride  of  the 
Mounted. 

"South,"  replied  the  Eskimo. 

— Octopus. 

^        ^        ^ 

Absent-Minded  Vegetarian: 

"Dear,   dear!   Was   I    going   up  or 
down  the  street  when  I  met  you?" 

Mr.  Bifchop:  "Why — er — up  the 
street." 

Absent-Minded  Vegetarian:  "Ah! 
Then  I've  had  lunch." 

— Passing  Show. 

Fair  Coed:  "Now,  I  just  know 
that  you  are  going  to  buy  a  ticket 
to  the  raffle  that  we  are  giving  for 
a  poor  blind  man." 

Ed:  "Not  to-day — I  wouldn't 
know  what  to  do  with  him  if  I  won 
him." 

— Purple  Parrot. 


Regards  to  the  Ladies 

If  Editor  Hardison  of  the  Hum- 
boldt Union  would  not  be  quite  so 
stingy  with  his  cut-off  rules,  he 
would  run  infinitely  less  risk  of 
getting  in  wrong  with  the  ladies. 
Just  think  of  the  explanations  he 
must  have  been  forced  to  concoct 
when  these  two  items  appeared  in 
his  paper  exactly  as  reproduced: 

"Some  time  during  Saturday 
night  George  Reynolds,  a  grocery 
man,  had  his  chicken  coop  raided 
of  ten  fine  pullets." 

"Wednesday  noon,  the  ladies  of 
the  Methodist  Church  gave  a 
delightful  chicken  dinner." 

—  Western  Tribune. 
*         *        * 

The  Bolshevik:  "Vot  ve  needs  in 
dis  country  is  free  speech,  un  don' 
argue  mit  me,  or  I  punch  you  in  de 
snout.  " 

— Hausfrau  (Berlin). 


"//  you  didn't  drink,  so  much  wine 
you  wouldn't  have  a  nose  like  that." 

"As  a  matter  of  fact  it  started  to 
go  like  that  ever  since  I  once  drank  a 
glass  of  water!  " 

— Buen  Humor,  Madrid. 
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Desperate  Suitor:  "I'll  give  you  a  quarter' 
Tommy,  if  you  will  get  me  a  lock  of  your  sister's 
hair." 

Small  Brother:  "Make  it  a  dollar,  and  I'll  get  you 
the  whole  bunch.     1  know  where  she  hangs  it." 

—  Washington's  Cougar  Paw. 

^        ^        ^ 

She:  "I'm  afraid  to  go  down  this  street;  it's  too 
dark." 

He:  "But,  dearest,  I'm  with  you.  " 
She:  "That's  why  I'm  afraid.  " 

—  Crack.er. 

*        *        * 

"It's  not  the  school,"  said  the  little  boy  to  his 
mother,  "it's  the  principal  of  the  thing." 

— Lyre. 

*  *        * 

The  man:  "Two  eggs  poached  medium  soft, 
buttered  toast  not  too  hard,  coffee  not  too  much 
cream  in  it." 

The  waiter:  "Yes,  sir.  Would  you  like  any  special 
design  on  the  dishes?" 

■ — Sour  Owl. 

*  *        * 

Let  us  rise  to  remark  that  the  greatest  of  all 
horticultural  feats  is  yet  to  be  accomplished — the 
grafting  of  Weed  tire  chain  on  banana  skins. 

Dirge. 


He:  "Why  does  a  chicken  cross  the  road?" 
Haw:  "That  wasn't  no  chicken;  that  was  my  wife." 

—  Yale  Record. 

*  *'       * 

Ballads  of  a  Bachelor 

To  a  Young  Man  in  Love 
Say  it  with  flowers. 

Say  it  with  sweets. 
Say  it  with  kisses. 

And  say  it  with  eats. 

Say  it  with  diamonds, 

Say  it  with  drink. 
But  whatever  you  do. 

Don't  say  it  with  ink. 

— Judge. 

*  *        * 

A  braw  Scotsman  was  visiting  Niagara  Falls  in 
the  company  of  an  American  friend.  As  they  watched 
the  great  rush  of  water,  the  latter  said: 

"There's  a  story  that  if  you  throw  a  penny  into 
the  falls,  it  will  bring  you  luck." 

"Is  that  so?"  inquired  the  Scot.  He  considered  a 
moment  and  then  asked  hopefully,  "Ha'  ye  a  bit  o' 
string?" 

American  Legion  Weekly. 
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Goblin 


Another  Limerick  Contest 


PRIZES 

First  Prize:  $20.00  if  win- 
ner is  a  subscriber  to 
GOBLIN,  or  if  he  sends 
in  a  subscription  with  his 
answer,  $10.00  if  not  a 
subscriber. 

Five  Prizes  of  $2.00  to 
subscribers,  or  $1.00  to 
non-subsribers.    . 

Subscriptions  may  be 
sent  in  with  answers  by 
using   the    form   below. 

RULES 

(1)  Contestants  positively 
MUST  be  over  two  years 
of  age,  sane,  or  nearly  so, 
and  sober  at  the  time  of 
writing. 

(2)  Last  lines  must  be  in 
our  hands  by  March  27th. 

(3)  Results  will  be  pub- 
lished in  the  April  number 
of  GOBLIN. 

(4)  Members  of  the  firm 
may  not  win  prizes  and 
all  that  sort  of  thing. 


Result  of  the  High-Brow  Contest 

From  the  many  replies  to  the  last  contest,  we  have 
selected  that  of  Dr.  Alex.  E.  Murphy,  213  Frank  Street, 
Ottawa,  Ont.,  as  the  best  all-round  definition  of  a  high- 
brow, and  to  him  goes  the  first  prize  for  the  following: 

"The  high-brow,  though  one  by  few  admired, 
Is,  none  the  less,  a  happy  elf, 
He  talks  till  everyone  is  tired 
And  so  is  never  bored  himself.  " 


GOBLINS  LTD..    10  Adelaide  Street  East,   Toronto  2. 


There  was  a  young  fellow  named 
Jack 

Who  wore  a  coon  coat  on  his  back- 
When  they  asked  him  to  say 
Why  he  wore  it  in  May, 


n 


Dear  Sirs: 

Enclosed  find  $ for 

National  Humorous  Monthly. 


year's  subscription  to  Canada's 


N 


ame. 


Street  Address 

Town Province . 


The  five  second  prizes  go  to: 

Dr.  R.  O.  Winn,  Bank  of  Montreal 
Building.  Kitchener,  Ontario,  for: 

"The  next  bald-headed  man  you 
meet." 

William  G.  Mortimer,  144  Central 
Avenue,    London,   Ontario: 

"For  the  benefit  of  those  who  desire 
to  recognize  a  high-brow  when  they  meet 
one.  the  following  should  enable  them  to 
do  so: 

A  high-brow  stores  his  brain  with 
knowledge  which  he  never  uses. 

A  high-brow  calls  it  temperament 
instead  of  temepr. 

A  high-brow  is  an  inflated  low-brow. 

A  high-brow  cannot  understand  why 
they  call  the  saxophone  a  musical 
instrument.  \_ 

Mr.  Frank  Gray,  Gardenvale,  P.Q. : 
"A  featherless  biped,  indigenous  to 
the  United  Stales  and  the  Canadian 
border  in  the  vicinity  of  Toronto.  Chief 
characteristic  is  unusual  cranial  develop- 
ment. Has  affinities  with  the  "swelded" 
(megaceph  lie  Montrealensis)  found 
near  McGill  University,  and  with  the 
intelligentzia  of  Russia  (rusty  hirsutis), 
characterised  by  red  whiskers. 

Slightly  gregarious,  being  found  in 
small  noisy  groups  around  city  colleges. 
Is  seen  but  rarely  in  rural  districts, 
having  been  exterminated  by  agricul- 
turists. The  species  is  not  increasing  in 
number,  except  in  Toronto,  where  it  is 
preserved  by  the  Department  of  Educa- 
tion, for  unknown  reasons." 

Mr.  W.  H.  Fraser,  Box  455,  Brace- 
bridge,  Ontario: 

"Behind  that  lofty  forehead  we  made 
many  strange,  interesting  and  often 
amusing  discoveries. 

On  guard  at  the  entrance  we  found 
"whom"  and  "am  I  not"?  The  main 
departments  within  were  labelled  pro- 
nunciation, foreign  lingoes,  polite  gossip, 
the  King's  English,  art,  and  how  to  eat 
too  much  without  seeming  to  do  so. 

But  if  you  ply  the  X-ray  as  we  did, 
late  at  night  when  the  owner  of  the  tall 
eyebrow  sleeps,  you  find  secret  longings 
for  jazz,  onions,  movie  thrillers  and 
slang. 

Laura  Godfrey,  405  Logan  Avenue, 
Toronto,  Ontario: 

"A  high-brow  is  a  feller  that  k^n  git 
a  piece  o'  round  steak  stuck  between  his 
teeth  an'  not  monkey  with  it  till  dinner  is 
over  an'  he's  alone." 

Honourable  mention  goes  to  the 
following : 

Mr.  W.  A.  Bancroft,  10  Echo  Ave- 
nue, Reading,  Mass. 

F.  W.  Meek,  James  Langmuir  Co., 
Oakville,  Ontario. 

G.  P.  Ogilvie,  95  Church  Street, 
Stratford,  Ontario. 

F.  R.  Livesay,  1 32  Walmer  Road, 
Toronto. 
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A  Canadian  Classic 

{Continued  from  page  18) 
And  ever  since  has  proved  its  worth; 

Organize,  oh,  organize. 
Then  come,  ye  farmers,  good  and  true. 
With  good  of  all  the  world  in  view. 
The  die  is  cast,  it's  up  to  you; 

Organize,  oh,  organize. 

It  is  not  recorded  that  any  of  the 
members  offered  to  oblige,  though 
a  quartette  composed  of  Messrs. 
Forke.  King,  Meighen  and  Bou- 
rassa  could  not  have  failed  to  draw 
applause. 

It  is  regrettable  that  at  times  the 
honourable  members  are  inclined 
to  be  just  a  little — well,  unkind  to 
each  other,  as  indicated  by  the  fol- 
lowing clipping  from  the  reports: 

An  hon.  MEMBER:     Whoa! 

Mr.  SPEAKER:     Order. 

Mr.  FOSTER:  Mr.  Speaker.  I 
quite  appreciate  the  significance  of  that 
echo,  and  I  may  say  to  you  that  I  have 
listened  to  the  braying  of  an  ass  many 
times  in  my  life,  and  I  recognize  the 
animal.  " 

We  shall  gloss  over  the  infinite 
possibilities  for  electioneering  which 
the  publication  of  even  the  most 
insignificant  remarks  gives  to  the 
member  who  is  anxious  to  get  in 
solid  with  the  folks  back  home, 
especially  since  reprints  of  speeches 
may  be  had  at  cost  This  privilege 
and  opportunity  is  taken  advan- 
tage of  to  a  negligible  extent  when 
compared  to  the  practice  at  Wash- 
ington. We  are  concerned  entirely 
with  the  value  of  the  records  as 
interesting  reading. 

It  would  be  an  injustice  not  to 
refer  to  the  excellence  of  the  oratory 
to  be  found  in  the  speeches  of  the 
French-Canadian  members.  The 
dignity  and  finesse  of  the  average 
French-Canadian  speech  is  the  fac- 
tor that  shall  give  our  Comedie 
its  prestige.^  Nor  is  humour  lack- 
ing. Witness  this  extract  from  a 
speech  by  M.  Jean-Frangois  Pouliot 
(Temiscouata): 

Chaque  fois  qu'un  personnage  en 
vue  de  I'opposition  viendra  dan  la 
province  de  Quebec  jouer  le  'record' 
bienconnu:  'O  Rose-Marie.  I  love  you, 
I'm  always  dreaming  of  you.'  La 
reponse,  on  la  trouvera  de  I'autre  cote 
du  'record:  'All  alone.' 

In  closing,  the  author  of  this 
article  would  like  to  point  to  the 
fact  that  it  has  been  written  with- 
out once  quoting  from  the  speeches 
of  Mr.  T.  L.  Church  (North-west 
Toronto),  which  is  to  say  in  effect, 
with  one  hand  tied  behind  the  back. 


The  Trek  Is  On! 

{Continued  from  page  17) 
has  a  remarkable  muscular  devel- 
opment    of     his     right    arm,     the 
result   of  his  conquests  in  the  old- 
fashioned   steinlifting  contests. 

Local  interest  has  been  actively 
aroused.  Contrary  to  the  report 
in  one  Toronto  paper,  he  will  not 
use  dog-sleighs;  he  has  assured 
another  daily  that  his  staff  are  all 
British  born  and  that  he  employs 
no  married  women  whose  husbands 
are  working.  Questioned  as  to  his 
part  in  the  Chicago  water  steal,  he 
replied,   in   part: 

"1  think  Canadian  girls  are  the 
most  beautiful  in  the  world.  (Ap- 
plause)." 

A  hearty  send-off  will  take  place 
on  Thursday  next  at  the  gas  works. 
Handsome,  nickel-plated  cork- 
screws will  be  given  to  all  guests 
(all  prizes,  no  blanks)  as  a  memento 
of  the  occasion.  Premier  Ferguson, 
Mayor  Foster  and  President 
Coolidge  will  not  be  there  to  cheer 
him  on  his  way  with  stirring 
speeches. 

Follow  the  progress  of  Professor 
Thorax,  as  reported  in  exclusive 
dispatches  to  Goblin. 

— Alden  Daniels. 

Friend  Boss  (inspecting  sign): 
"Look  here,  my  lad,  you've  put  too 
many  a's  in  banana." 

Employee:  "Well,  you  know, 
banana  is  an  easy  one  to  slip  on." 

—  The  Juggler. 

^  -^  -^ 

"I  am  going  abroad." 
"Doctor's  orders-*  ' 
"No.      Lawyer's.  " 

—  Yellow  Jacket. 

*  :(:  :): 

"Where's  your  room-mate?  " 
"Well,  if  the  ice  is  as  thick  as  he 
thinks  it  is,  he  is  skating.      If  it's  as 
thin  as  I  think  it  is,  he's  swimming.'' 

*  *        * 

Wise 

"What  do  you  charge  for  rooms?  " 
"Six  dollars  up.  " 
"But,  madam,  I'm  a  student." 
"Then  it's  six  dollars  down.  " 

— Puppet. 

"Abie,  your  shirt  tail  iss  out." 
"Out?     Vere  iss  it  out?  " 
"Out  vere  the  vest  begins." 

— Orange  Owl. 


She  Knows— 

a  Durham-Duplex  Shave  is 
the  Good  Morning  Shave! 


See  for  yourself.  Get  a  gen- 
uine Durham-Duplex  Demon- 
strator razor  with  one  blade 
for  only  25c.  A  real  razor — not 
a  toy.  If  your  dealer  cannot 
supply,  send  coupon  indicating 
style  razor  preferred. 
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changeable  Blades  60c 
package  of  5. 


J 


DURHAM-DUPLEX     RAZOR     CO.,     LTD. 
Dept.    T.G.,     50  Pearl  St.,    Toronto,    Ont. 


The  Blades  Men  Swear  By^Not  At 


Tis  sweet  to  love. 

But  oh  how  bitter 
To  love  a  girl 

And  then  not  gitter. 

—  Yellow  Jacket. 
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You  Won't,  Won't  You? 

Perhaps  you're  one  of  those 
nasty,  superior  persons  who 
never  clipped  a  coupon  in  your 
life,  and  never  will  either,  so 
there  If  that's  the  kind  of  a 
wet  blanket  you  are,  we  wouldn't 
put  your  name  on  our  subscrip- 
tion list  for  anything,  except  the 
the  price  of  a  subscription.  So 
just  to  cater  to  your  whim 
(though  it  really  ought  not  to  be 
encouraged),  there's  no  blank 
form  on  this  page.  It's  up  to 
you! 


One  year    $3.00 
Two  years  $5.00 


TEN 

ADELAIDE 

EAST 
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"Ain't  Got  No" 

Teacher  (to  boy  sitting  idly  in 
school  during  writing  time):  "Hen- 
ry, why  are  you  not  writing?" 

Henry:  "I  ain't  got  no  pen." 

Teacher:  "Where's  your  gram- 
mar? ' 

Henry:  "She's  dead.  " 

— Dry  Goods  Economist. 

*  *        * 

Two  coloured  gentlemen  who 
had  just  reduced  the  population  in 
a  farmer's  hen-roost  were  making  a 
get-away. 

"Laws,  Mose,  "  gasped  Sam. 
"why  you  s'pose  them  flies  follows 
us  so  close?  " 

"Keep  gallopin',  nigger,"  said 
Mose,"  Them  ain't  flies.  Them's 
buckshot.  " 

— Dry  Goods  Economist. 

*  *        * 

Rich  Lover:  "Will  you  marry 
me?  I  love  you,  darling.  1  would 
die  for  you." 

Young  Digger:  "Is  that  a 
promise?  " 

— Oklahoma  Whirlwind. 

*  *        * 

Jingle  Bells 

"Why  do  you  look  so  worried, 
Lucinda?  " 

"Why,  Rufus  Jackson  done  said 
he  was  goin'  to  bring  his  cuttah 
around  an'  I  don't  know  whether 
he  means  his  sleigh  or  his  razah." 

— Dry  Goods  Economist. 

*  *        * 

The  other  day  a  man  dashed 
into  the  station  to  catch  the 
State  of  Maine  Limited.  He  made 
the  ticket  office  in  two  jumps. 

"Quick,  give  me  a  ticket,  round 
trip,"  he  gasped. 

"Where  to?" 

"Back  here,  you  fool.  " 

—Bobcat. 


ESTABLISHED    42   YEARS 
Quality  Still  Unequalled 

BURGER'S 
CANDIES 

Uptown  Store,  778  Yonge  St. 
Downtown  Store,  92  Yonge  St. 

Mail  Orders  and  City 
Deliveries,  Main   2908 
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Aspirin 


Proved  safe  by  millions  and  prescribed  by  physicians  for 
Headache     Neuralgia       Colds 
Pain  Toothache      Neuritis 


Lumbago 
Rheumatism 


c5V^ 


^  Vj   ^^.^  Accept    only    "Bayer"    package 
%^y^         which  contains  proven  directions. 


Handy     "Bayer"    boxes    of    12    tablets 
Also  bottles  of  24  and  100 — Druggists. 

Aspirin  is  tlie  trade  mark  (registored  in  Canada)  of  Bayer  Manufacture  of  Monoacetlc- 
acidester  of  Salicylicacid  (Acetyl  Salicylic  Acid,  "A.  S.  A.").  While  it  is  well  known 
that  Aspirin  means  Bayer  manufacture,  to  assist  the  public  against  imitations,  the  Tablets 
of  Bayer  Company   will   be  stamped  with    their  general   trade  mark,   the   "Bayer  Cross." 


"Hurry  up,  Harry!" 
"Can't   hurry,    I    got   my    heavy 
underwear  on.  " 

—Minn.  Shi-U-Mah. 

*        *        * 

Slick:  "How  do  you  get  so  many 
girls?" 

Slicker:    "Oh,    I    just   sprinkle   a 

little  gasoline  on  my  handkerchief." 

— Pennsylvania  Punch  Bowl. 


No,  Sir! 

"1  knew  an  artist  once  who 
painted  a  cobweb  on  the  ceiling  so 
realistically  that  the  maid  spent 
hours  trying  to  get  it  down." 

"I  can't  believe  it!  " 

"Why  not?  Artists  have  been 
known  to  do  such  things." 

"Yes,  but  not  maids!" 

— Northern  Daily  Telegraph. 

*  *        * 

"What's  her  name?  " 

"Astor." 

"Aster  yourself.  " 

— Sour  Owl. 

*  *        * 

Sentimental  Spinster:  "Six  times 
1  have  advertised  that  a  lonely 
maiden  seeks  light  and  warmth 
in  her  life,  and  at  last  I  have  got  a 
reply — from  the  gas  company!" 

— Mcggendorfcr  Blaettcr. 


Question  Box 

Dear  Ed: 

I  was  reading  a  book  and  came 
across  the  words,  "cold  embers." 
Did  you  ever  hear  of  cold  embers? 

— Insipid. 
Insipid: 

Sure,  November  and  December. 

Under  the  spreading  chestnut  tree 

The  village  smithy  lies; 
While  he  was  shoeing  an  army  mule 

He  forgot  to  shoo  the  flies. 

—Judge. 

The  conjurer's  turn  had  not 
been  going  at  all  wejl,  but  he 
stuck  doggedly  to  his  task.  "Now," 
he  said,  "if  any  lady  or  gentleman 
in  the  audience  would  oblige  me 
me  with  an  egg,  I  would  proceed 
to  perform  an  amazing  trick." 
There  was  a  momentary  silence, 
then  from  the  back  of  the  hall 
came  a  voice:  "If  anybody  'ere 
ad  a  egg,  you'd  'ave  ad  it  long 
ago.  " 

—  The  Tatler. 
*        t-        * 

"Use  the  word  ammonia  in  a 
sentence.  " 

"'Ammonia  traiU'muttered  Sher- 
lock Holmes,  the  great  detective." 
— Wamfjus. 
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P*P®  SMOKING  MIXTURE 


Foreign  Person:  "Do  you  think  I   speak  English 
well,  madame?" 

Domestic  Bulb:  "Heavens,  no!    'Like  a  native." 

— Harvard  Lampoon. 

Sire,  Lady  Godiva  rides  without." 
Sire  (after  glancing  without):  "Very  tactfully  put, 
my  man." 

—Ski-U-Mah. 

The  Unpardonable  Sin 

I've  heard  some  hard-luck  stories  in  the  course  of 
passing  years, 

Of  shattered  loves  and  broken  hearts,  and  a  mother's 
parting  tears; 

I  know  a  man  who  lost  his  home  when  he  couldn't 
pay  the  rent; 

I've  heard  of  teams  that  never  lost  except  by  accident. 

I've  heard  these  weary  tales  of  woe  in  every  branch 
of  sport. 

Through  the  papers,  in  the  movies  and  in  stories  long 
and  short; 

But  worse  than  all  these  gloomy  yarns  of  disappoint- 
ments and  regrets, 

Is  to  have  a  younger  sister  who  swipes  your  cigarettes. 

— Jester. 

*        *        * 

"John,  why  are  you  drinking  that  Liquid  Veneer?'' 
"I'm  just  acquiring  a  little  polish,  dear.  " 

— Flamingo. 


To  My  Tailors 

(Written  on  the  death  of  the  Oxford  "Bags"  boom 
in  America.) 

I  saw  the  bags  of  Oxford  as  1  was  passing  by, 

The  gray  bags  of  Oxford 
Matched  with  a  pearl  grey  tie! 

And  my  heart  was  with  the  clothiers 
Who  brought  them  here — to  die! 

— Princeton  Tiger. 

*        *        * 

A  Relatively  Good  Chance 

"I  hear  Mills  has  just  been  appointed  head  pro- 
hibition officer  for  the  state." 

"What  qualifications  has  he  for  such  an  important 
position?" 

"The  best  in  the  world.  His  wife's  aunt  married 
a  man  whose  brother  has  a  friend  in  the  Treasury 
Department.  "  — Jester. 

:it  *  * 

Poor  Tactics 

"How  did  the  audience  receive  your  campaign 
speech  when  you  told  them  you  had  never  bought  a 
vote?" 

"A  few  cheered,  but  the  majority  seemed  to  lose 
interest.  "  — Jester. 


Kit:     "How  do  you  like  my  new  galoshes?' 
Kat:  "My  dear,   they're  immense.  " 


-Jester 


:(;  :i;  * 

A  Common  Mistake 


"Join  us  in  a  little  game  of  stud.  Colonel?" 
"Sir,  1  do  not  play  stud." 

"I  beg  your  pardon.     1  had  an  idea  you  did.  " 
"Yes,  1  once  had  that  idea  myself.  " 

— Crack.er. 

"Does  your  father  like  his  wooden  leg?" 
"Yes,  he's  very  much  attached  to  it." 

— Flamingo. 

"See    hyah,    woman,    didn't    Ah    see    you    kissin' 
a  no-account  piece  of  trash  las'  night?  " 

"Gwan,  niggah,  it  was  so  dark  Ah  thought  it  was 
you." 

"Come   to   think  of  it,   maybe   'twas   me.      What 
time  was  it?  " 

— Huron  Flashlight. 

*  *        * 

Any  old  cat  may  be  the  cat's  whiskers,  but  it  takes 
a  tom  cat  to  be  the  cat's  paw. 

— Cannon  Bawl. 

*  *        * 

The    world's    best    after-dinner    speech:    "Waiter 
give  me  both  checks." 

—  Voo  Doo. 

*  *        * 

Old  Curio 

Young  Thing   (somewhat  hesitatingly):   "I'd  like 
to  buy  a  petticoat.  " 

Floorwalker:       "Antique     department     on     third 
floor,  miss.  " 

— Ulinois  Siren. 
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On  Our  Way 


The  nation  is  chugging  along  its  way- 
over  wide,  smooth  roads  and  rocky  detours, 
and  willy-nilly  we  are  all  included  in  the  trip. 
Are  you  sure  you  have  the  best  road  guide? 

The  Mail  and  Empire  notes  daily  the 
interesting  and  significant  sights  along  the 
route,  comments  intelligently  and  frequently 
indicates    a    way   to  a    smoother    pavement. 

A  policy  of  common-sense  and  a  habit  of 
being  interesting  has  commended  the  Mail 
and  Empire  to  a  larger  audience  than  any 
other  Canadian  morning  paper. 


$5.00  BY  MAIL.     $6.00  DELIVERED 
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QuickRelief 

M    CUTS 
^       BURNS 
BITES 


D  odd's  Antiseptic  Healing  Ointment 
is  a  safe,  soothing  treatment  for  all  skin 
abrasions,  infections  and  irritations.  Its 
powerful,  antiseptic  action  prevents  infec- 
tion of  open  wounds  and  enables  the 
exceptional  healing  qualities  of  this  famous 
ointment  to  quickly  relieve  pain  and  irrita- 
tion and  bring  about  a  speedy  recovery. 

Dodds 

Antiseptic -Healing 

OINTMENT 

for  cuts,  burns,  scalds,  bites,  sore  feet, 
abscesses,  old  sores,  boils,  eczema,  piles, 
ulcers,  hives  and  all  diseases  of  the  skin. 
Absolutely  pure  and  non-irritating.  An 
excellent  after-shaving  treatment  for  tender 
skins.  Heals  small  cuts  or  chafing  and 
leaves  the  skin  smooth  and  soft. 

Keep   a  tin   on    hand  for 
regular  and  emergency  use 


50c  At  All  Druggists 


SEND   COUPON    BELOW 
FOR    GENEROUS 


>>**** 


>»M^' 


A  stout   woman   drove   up   to   a  When  Si  Went  Sight-seeing 
filling  station. 

"I  want  two  quarts  of  oil,"  she  "Anything    besides    collars,    ties 

said.  and  handkerchiefs,  sir?  How  about 

"What  kind,  heavy?"  asked  the  some  night  shirts?" 

^"fc      "'■  .  ^     ^i"  t     no     society     rounder, 

"Say,     young     man,     don't     get 

fresh  with  me,"  was  the  indignant 

response. 


young  feller;  when  night  comes   I 
go  to  bed." 
— Iowa  Frivol.  — Dry  Goods  Economist. 


Couldn't  Be  Softer 

"Jimmy,"  said  a  mother  to  her 
quick-tempered  small  boy,  "you 
must  not  grow  angry  and  say 
naughty  things.  You  should  al- 
ways give  a  soft  answer." 

When  his  little  brother  provoked 
him  an  hour  afterward,  Jimmy 
clenched  his  little  fist  and  said, 
"Mush." 

—  The  New  Guide. 


That's  All! 

"No,"  said  the  lion  tamer  to 
Pat  Flannigan,  "you  can't  have  a 
job  to  look  after  the  animals,  but 
our  lion  died  last  week,  and  we've 
kept  the  skin.  I'll  give  you  five 
dollars  a  week  to  dress  up  as  the 
lion." 

"Five  dollars!"  echoed  Flanni- 
gan. "Right,  sor!" 

So  Pat  dressed  up  as  the  lion, 
and  lay  down  in  the  corner.  The 
menagerie  doors  were  opened,  and 
the  performance  commenced. 

"Ladies  and  gentlemen,"  said 
the  keeper,  "to  show  the  wonder- 
ful docility  of  these  animals,  we 
will  now  place  the  lion  in  the  cage 
with  the  tiger." 

— Dry  Goods  Economist. 


A  Note  to  Teacher 

"Dear  Teacher:  Kindly  excuse 
Johnnie's  absence  yesterday.  He 
fell  in  the  mud.  By  doing  the  same 
you  will  greatly  oblige  his  mother." 

— Dry  Goods  Economist. 

*       *       * 

The  waiter:  "Steak  medium  or 
well-done,  sir?  " 

Absent-minded  parson:  "Well 
done,  thou  good  and  faithful  ser- 
vant!" 

—Bucknell  Bell  Hop 


Going  Down 

I'd  hate  to  be  an  angel 
And  never  do  a  thing 
But  practice  on  that  darned  old 
harp 
And  sing,  and  sing,  and  sing. 
But  if  I  were  a  devil 

I'd  quite  enjoy  my  doom. 
And    raise   old   Hades   with    the 
boys 
Down  in  the  smoking  room. 

— Dry  Goods  Economist. 


Half 

Your  Comfort 
Is  Light 


A 


N  easy  chair — a  good  light.     What  is 
more  comfortable — and  what  comfort 
is  so  cheap  in  cost  as  good  light? 

Use  light  freely — a  living  room  without  a  floor 
or  table  lamp  cannot  possess  the  charm  of  one 
having  either  or  both.  Portable  and  table 
lamps,  equipped  with  the  correct  Edison  Mazda 
Lamps,  will  increase  the  cheerfulness  of  your 
living  room  many  times  over. 

To  obtain  the  best  results,  choose  lamps  with 
wide  shades  which  throw  the  light  upwards  and 
downwards.  See  that  they  are  equipped  with 
50  or  75  watt  all-white  Edison  Mazda  Lamps. 


Near  you  is  an  Edison  Mazda  Lamp 

Agent.     There  you  can  obtain  real  in' 

formation  about  good  lighting. 
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EOISON 

JVIAZDA  I/AMPS 

A  Canaaian  General  Electric  Product 
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This  name  on  our  tires 

is  yojgpassuranee  of 

depend^lity  and  endurance 

Canadian  GoodricK  Co. Ltd, 
Kitchener    -    Ontario 


